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ADVERTISEMENT. -

Suaxspeane, whose power over the human
heart has survived the change of manners, and
the fluctuation of language, during the space of
two hundred years, has been termed, with some
justice, “ The God of British Idolatry.” If a ge-
neration shall arise in Britain, when an edition
of our great dramatist can be deemed an intru-
sion on the public, it must be marked by the de-
cay of her arts, the extinction of her public spi-
rit, and the fall of her pre-eminence among the
nations of Europe. Such an epoch, may Provi-
dence long avert; and long bless us with that
freedom and public spirit, which are the nurses
of genius and of the arts! While these survive
VOL. I a
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among us, it is unnecessary to apologize for
adding to the multiplied editions of the Bard of
Avon.

The following edition of Shakspeare’s drama-
tic works is given on a simple plan. The ut-
most pains has been bestowed in correcting the
text after the most improved edition of Johnson
and Steevens. It might almost have been as-
sumed, that the intuitive judgment and philolo-
gical knowledge of the great lexicographer, uni-
ted with the acute and laborious researches of
one of our most distinguished antiquaries, had
left succeeding editors but little to correct or
alter. Yet, as the industry of Mr Reed found
means to improve even the labours of Johnson
and his brother editor, we have used that edi-
tion, in which the text seems to be brought as
near as possible to purity and to perfection.

The multiplicity of the notes with which Shak-
speare has been overwhelmed, having been often
complained of as a grievance, the editor deter-
mined, in the present edition, to give a simple
and accurate text, without any commentary
whatever. Most of the doubtful passages have
been amply discussed in other editions, and may



iii
surely now be considered as finally decided and
at rest. The correctness of the text secures it
from obscurity; and the illustration of the man-
ners of Shakespeare’s age is a totally different
task from that of editing his works.

As no author affords such advantages for the
painter, it has been the editor's object to give
the venerable bard the ornaments of the pencil.
In this task the best artists have been employed ;
and their labours are disposed in vignettes, which
were preferred to separate engravings, as making
not merely an appendage to the work, but an in-
tegral part of it. The utmost attention has been
employed, throughout, to render the ornaments
worthy of the author they are intended to adorn ;
and, on the whole, the editor trusts the present
has a title to be termed an elegant, as well as a
correct, edition of the immortal Shakspeare.
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

Duncan, King of Scotland.

Mavcorm, .

DoNALBAIN, } his Sona,

Maceers

Banavo, ? } General’s of the Kt'ng’s Army.

Macourr,

Levrox, -\

Rosse,

MeNTETH,

Angus,

Carangess,

FrLeEANCE, Son to BaNquo.

Siwarp, Earl of NorRTHUMBERLAND, General of the
English Forces :

Young SIWARD, his Son.

SeytoN, an Officer attending on MAcBETH.

Son to MAcDUFF.

An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor.

A Soldier. A Porter. An old Man.

Lady MAcBETS.

Lady Macpurr.

Gentlewoman attending on Lady MAcBETH.
HEcaTz, and three Witches.

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, At-
tendants, and Messengers.

The Ghost of Banauo, and several other Apparitions.

SCENE, in the End of the fourth Act, lies in Eng-
land ; through the rest of the Play, in Scotland ;
and, chiefly, at MacBeTn's Castle.

Noblemen of Scotland.






MACBETH.

ACT 1.
SCENE I.—A4n open place.

Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches.
1 Witch. When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?
" @ Witch. When the hurlyburly’s done,
When the battle’s lost and won :

VOL. VI. A2



2 MACBETH. ACT L.

8 Witch. That will be ere set of sun.
1 Witch. Where the place ?
2 Witch. Upon the heath :
8 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth,
1 Witch. I come, Graymalkin !
All. Paddock calls :—Anon.—
Fair is foul, and foul is fair :
Hover through the fog and filthy air.
[Witches vanish.

SCENE I1.—4 camp near Fores.

Alarum within. Enter King DuncaN, MaLcoLwm, Do-
NALBAIN, LENoX, with attendants, mecting a bleed-
ing Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report,

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt

The newest state.

Mal. This is the sergeant,

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought

’Gainst my captivity :—Hail, brave friend !

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil,

As thou didst leave it.

Sold. Doubtfully it stood ;

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together,

And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald

(Worthy to be a rebel; for, to that,

The multiplying villainies of nature

Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles

Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied ;

And fortune, on his damuned quarrel smiling,




SCENE 1. MACBETH. 3

Show’d like a rebel’s whore : But all’s too weak :
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,)
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel,
‘Which smok’d with bloody execution,
Like valour’s minion,
Carv’d out his passage, till he fac’d the slave;
And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,
Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps,
And fix’d his head upon ou1 battlements.

Dun. O, valiant cousin! worthy gentleman!

Sold. As whence the sun ’gins his reflection
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ;
So from that spring, whence comfort seem’d to come,
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark ;
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d,
Compell'd these skipping Kernes to trust their heels;
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage,
With furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men,
Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Dismay’d not this
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo?

Sold. Yes;
As sparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion.
If I say sooth, I must report they were
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks ;
So they
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe :
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,
I cannot tell :
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help.
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Dun. So well tHyworlds beverhe thee,'as thy wotnds § &
They smack of honour both —Go, get him shrgeohs
T AR B DAL tm' Mkf atfl?m?ai

[ERTEE \.‘ >

Enter Rosse,
Who comes here ? i
Mal. The worthiy thhne of Rosse? ¢ ™
Len. Whata haste looks through his eyes ! So should
he'laok, ' = ¢ ot
That seems to spesk things stenge.! = - - 7 - N .

Rosse. God save theking! .. .. - . .t "o
Dun. Whence cam’st thow, Wonh(y thane ?\ CoN s
Rossgw, Froth. Fifa)-gydatikivg; - ‘ At
Whare the:Narmepan, hbaoners- ﬂont bhe sky, dbaren D8
And fan our people cold. I I ERTRPN
Norway himsslf, with tersible mugabers, : - v 1k,
Assisted by that:most digloyal traiter s .. - .. a1

The thane of Cawdor, ’gan agismab aenflict:... i .1 +.. 7}
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, 1gpp'dinv-pracf,. . - 7
Confronted him with self comparisods, = .- v ! of
Point against point rebelliguss asm:’gainst nrmy:. ¢V ©
Curbing his lavish spirit: And,tg eanclude, « . 1

The victory fell on usj—— .+ .10 b n0i, 20 B o
Dun. Great happimess.t, . ey 0
Rosse. That now e e .(~:.-[\,

Sweno, the Norways’ kmg»cﬁwes tomppatmms ik

Nor would we deign him burial of hig.ment,., ...... - - 1. |

Till be disbursed, at Saint Colrogs’ inghly n.r.' ..ty (. !

Ten thousand dollars to qur general. g€, .. .. ... =

Dun. No more that thang of Cawdor shall degeive.
Our bosom interest :—Go, prongunce his.death,:

: v
EEOY LT B BN SRS PO T L S S N



.SCENB III. MACBETH. -9

And with his former title greet Macbeth.,
Rosse. I'll see it done.
Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won.
[Mn

SCENE Ill.=-A Heath.

Thunder. Enter three Witches.

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ?
2 Witch. Killing swine.
8 Witch. Sister, where thou?
1 Wiich. A sailor’s wife had chesnuts in her lap,
And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d :— Give
me, quoth I :
Aproint thee, witch ! the ramp-fed ronyon cries.
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’the Tiger ;
But in a sieve I'll thither sail,
And, like a rat without a tail,
I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do.
2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind.
1 Witch. Thou art kind.
8 Witch. And I another.
1 Wiich, 1 myself have all the other ;
And the very ports they blow,
All the quarters that they know
P’the shipman’s card.
I will drain him dry as hay:
Sleep shall, neither night nor day,
Hang upon his pent-house lid ;
He shall live a man forbid :
Weary sev’n-nights nine times nine,



‘10 ‘achwta, LD <. F N
w@hall he' dwinMe, peak, ant pine: * " N L

Though his bark cannot be lost,
"Yetitdhafl be tempest toss’d: o e
‘Lobk what T have, = - Y
2 Witch. Show me, shewme. - + . -+ -/
1 WiteR. Hete I havé a pllot’s tbumb, o

Wreek'd sy homewnrd the did come. {D'um mthh
8 Witch. A drum, a'deami ;-
Macbéth doth come, - @ B v e
All. The weird sistérs, hnad i bhud, o
Rxmuftbeseamdlnnd, RS
Thus do go dbout, abdut; ' * -+ - nt s Ao
Thrice to thine, and thrice’ t&'mine, - N |
And thrice again to make up nine: ' - .
Peace, the charm’s wound up. R
o
- Enter Maceara and Baxavo. . .
Mach. So‘foul and fair a day'I have hot seen.
Ban: How-far'is't calPd to Pores -~What are these,
So wither’d and so wild in’ their attire;
That look not like the inhabitenty o’ the earth, -
And yet aré on’t? Live jou? or are-you-aught,
‘That nvan may question? You seem to understand me,
By each at once her clioppy finger laying ¢ -
Upon her skinny lips :—You shreuld be women,
And yet your beards forbid' me-to mterpret, N
That you are so.
Mach. Speak, if you can ;—~What are. you?
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to- thee, thane of
Glamis |
‘2 Witch, All hail, Macbeth | hail to tbce, thane of
Cawdor |
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SCENE II1I. - MACREFH. ‘ -4l

8 Witch. All hail, .Magbeth thow shalt. be, king
hereafter. .. - ... . Do e i}
Ban. Good sir, why do. you start; and acem.to-fear
Things, that do sound so fair ?—1’the.name .of truth, ¢
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed .. ... - .\ n ¢
Which outwazdly ye sbow?My noble pyrtner. 1 ¢
wYegreetuih presens grace, and great prediction ,, /7
Of noble having, and of rapal hopey,-. ¢ i 1t ¢
That he seems rapt withal ; to me.yon speak pots .17
If you can look.int¢ tha.peqtls of time, ... .. i .
And say, which grain will geaw, smd which will ety
Speak then to me, who neithex hag, nocdeas, ... |
Your favours, nor year hate, ., ¢ . RS |
1 Witch. Hail! ., . coir st by
2 Witch. Hail! T AR BT
8 Witch. Hail |
1 Witch 'Liessér than: Macbethi, snd greater.
2 Witoh.. Not.s0 happys yet much. bappier.. .. .
8 HHiteh. "Thou shalt get kings, though thou bapone.
So, all hail, Macheth, andBanguo!l ..+ ... o
1 Witoh.. Banquoj.and Macbetb, all haill. - . iy
Maghi-Say, yon imperfees speakes, tell me. morg.:
By Sinel'sideath, | know, ¥ am thang of Glamis;, i\
But how of Gawder % the thane of Qawdor lives, , ;7|
A progpescus:gentheash ;. audto. ba kings. .1 ., J
Stands not svithin the-prospeat.af Belish . . -, 1, .p
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from,whenea i ;
You owe: this strangtrintelligenes > or, why o,
. Uipedy thinblasterlcheath; you stop pur-way . .y
With such prophetick greeting ?—Speak, I charge you.
i ‘ SRV T VR L, vanish.

b

Voo e e !



12. MACHEMN, ' ACY 1.

‘Ban. The earth hath‘bubbles, as the water hes, =

~ And these age of them :—Whither are' they vanishd ? -

Mach. Into the air; and what seem’d corporal, melted
As breath into the wind.—'Would they had staid ¢ -

- Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak abont?

Or have we eaten-of the ifisiwe:root, -

That takes the reason ptisomer? - - v . Y
Mach. Your chitdren shall be kings. B
Ban. ‘You shall'be king. - B
Mach. And thane bf Owwdlor too;-went it not s0? - |

Ban. To the self-sapieitune, andw«ds Who‘stvere} ?
N S Y

EnfaardsnwdAnom. it Y
Rosse. The king hath dapplly redelvd; Macheth,’
The news of thy success : sod'whenheyeads ’
- Thy personal venture im thie rebels’ fght, .+ = v ¥
His wonders and his praises'do contend;, -~ "+ ¥

Which should be thine, or his1‘Sflencd Mth-'!liat,‘ i\

.In viewing o’er the rest o the seMsame day,- + '+ - 1f
He finds thee in the stout Norweydd ranks, * - .- -

Nothing afeard of what‘thyself did#t make, . "4
Strange ¥nages of death. -As thick ds tale; o T
Came post-with post ;.and every one' did bear.”

Thy praises in his kingdom’s grutdeﬁmce, " SR
And pour’d them down before lmn ce
Ang. We are sent, Dot K

To give thee, from our royal master, thmks 3 -

To herald thee into his sight, not pay thee. -
Rosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honous,

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor:

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane !

For it is thine.
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Ban. What; ean the devil apeakitraed: - »- - 1 .
Macb. The thame - of Gawdar hm; Why do-fyow 7.
. dresyme . - Sobaan
In bormw'd robes? . o) e g
4dng. Whe was the thanc,.hveslyata ol
But under heavy judgment-beprs that lifay .. . .. & .-
Which he deserves to lose. - Whetherhe.wag:: . ... . 1
Combin’d with Norway ;. o did line, the xebel ¢ . =
With hidden help and vantage 3. or.that:with hoth ...\
He labgux’d in, biﬁ«mm’ﬂ‘ml kpow pats . i
‘But trepsans apitly, eanfassidy andiprov’d, »i, .1 ..
Have overthrown him. ~
Mach. Glamis, andthahewf: Cavrdort §
The graatest. is: behind,~—Thanks for.yeun paig.— .-
Do you not hope, your, children: shall be kings;, . . . .
When those, that.gave the thane of Cawdor tome, . '
Promis’d no less ta them? .o R
Ban, That, trysted heme, : . : iy
Might yet enkimdle you into the crown, . -
Besides the thape of Cawder. - But ’tis strange : -
And oftentimes, tp win s to our harm, L e e
The instruments, of darkness tell us truths ; - x
Win us with honest trifles, to batray us
In deepest consequence,—~
Cousins, a word, I pray you.
Mach. Two truths are told,
As happy prologues to the swelling act
Of the imperial theme.~I thank you, gcndemeu.—-
-This superaatural soliciting
Cannot be.ill; cannot be good :—If 311,
Why hath it given me earmest of success,
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor: :
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If good, why do I yield to that suggestion,

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And miaks friy seated Lita¥t knoek at my tibs,” "'

Against the use of nature? Present fears

Afe Tess than Korrible ﬁnng‘mmgs v e

My thought, whosé murder 'yet is bat fhutastieal,

Shakés so thy single state of wah, that funetion + -\

Is smother’d in surntise § und mothiag is, s W

But what is not. AT
Barn. ‘Lwok, how om»parhus»upt deon el
Mach. -1 chande wWill have me: Hng; wﬁyg dmnée

maycrown the, - o !

Without mysﬁr. o n ey s e oo

Ban. New honouss! comye' upon hun- IR
Like our strarige gdmam; deave nouo tinir»men“-‘,
But with the wid of mses o~ v - o0 S F e -1,

Mach. Come what nonse nuy'h Stieen o ed
Time and the hour runs through the mghcst»day

Ban. Worthy Macbeth we stay apon-yoiit lm’e

Mach. Give' mé your ﬁzvonr ﬂ-—m'y dull bdain.was '’

wrought -~ . : - FIRCERINE AP |

With things forgotten. Kind g@ﬂew, YOUT, PRIDG A
Are register'd, where every day I turn
The leaf to read them. - Let as towsrd thé king.~-
Think upon what hath chanc’'d ; andy at mere. tisae, - |
The interim having weigh'd it, let usquqk et
Our free hearts each to other, ; Y e '{'

Ban. Veay gladly. .

Macb. Till thes, eno-gh.-rCome, {nqmdf [;Emmt-

|’.
5
et AT A T

\i
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W

SCENE: IV,—Fares, » 4 Roon in the Polace.

Flourish. Enter Dmchx, MA[.CQLM, DonALBAIN.
o - TmNOX, mddttmdanta.
Dzm..lummm_doncmn@umi Are not
Those in commissjon!yet tetyrn’d2... '
Mal. My liege,
They are not yet parae bagh.: But Lb‘w spoke
‘With one; that:saw him.digi: 'who did seport, -
That very frankly he confess’d his, treasons :
Implor’d your highness’ pardon; and set forth
A deep repentance : nothing in his:life © . -
Bécame: hidn, hke the leavingit; he died
As one, that had been studied in-his déath,.
To throw away the deaneat thing he ow'd,
As ’twdren cavelessitrifle, . - -
Dew. There’ S:90 arty
Te find the thihd's eonstouction.in. the faee-
He was a gentleman, on whom I buil
An iiiictate tmst‘.-w-me'lHest couwsin |

Knder. Mu:nm, BANquo, Rnun, and ANeus,
The st of my ingratitude even now
Was heavy én-use : Thou art so before,
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow
To overtake thee. ’Would thou hadst less deserv’d ;
That the proportiont both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine! only I have left to say,
. More is thy due than more than all can pay.
Mach. The service and the loyzlty I owe,
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In doing it, pays.itwelf, ;| Your highnees'past - - . |

Is to receive our duties: apd our duties . . . . .
Are'totyour throne and-state, ghildren, snd servanss; -
Which da but. what they should; by doing every thug
Safe toward your love and, lpuour. o 4
Dun. Welcome hither:, . R ,;
I have begun ta"phnt_tbpc,lnd wik lvbmr vl
Ta make thee. full of growing.—Noble Banqua, - .. .. .}
That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known
No less to have done so, let me infold thee,

Aind:hbldithea to Wiy heare.' ©= - . v - 71T
Ban. There if I grow, .

The harvest is your own, - - )

L \Dun, ‘My pletatetus joys,' » Lo
Wamton in fulness, veek to hide thtmscms EREE A
#h-drops of sorrow —Sond, kissmen, thuties, -
#And you;-whose places ave'the naaresr, know, Y
W will estublish brestate wpon - v oo

Our'eldest, Malcolm:; whom we: namahm&ﬂer,‘ Wy
Five prinee of Cumiberland , ' whisty honour mupt > - I
Not; ausecompanied; invest iim ondy,' - - oo v
Bot signk of mobleness; like stars, shull shind .. . v i
On sfl'deservers.—From henve to Inverness, -+ 2
Andbind us fartherto Pou, Tt T e awat vy
+: Mawb; - The rest. iv lubour which is not vw'd:for youzt
I'll be myself the harbinger; and’ make Jopful ' ¢ "5 v 3¢
The hearing of my wife with your approach H
So, humbly tuke!miy lewve. =~ -} i wodt )
Dun;: My worthy Cawdor! . - ~.ic =~ vony a0
Mach. The primcé of Gumberkind lThatisastep,
On which I mwust: fall dowa, or:else-o'erleap, i | [Asidd.
For in my way it lies. -Stars, hide-your firesl. ~ it <A




SCENE V. MACHETR.’ v 4

Let not lighit $ee oy black and deep désirés : = ' -f
The eye wink at the band! yet letthat be; ~ -~ !
- Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. - [Erifi
“Pui. ! True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so vdhdat ;5
And in his commendationy F'ahwfed; © Lo
It is a banquet to me. Let us kfterhim, + /¢ -3
Whose care is gone before to bid'us weleomey '~ -
Itisa p.mmusm. S [moumn; Emn?'.

. PR ) Y
SCENEV —Invemess A Rm'fn Munli'n's Cuitie.
Enter Lady Macsers, g-:adz«g a {e;ta o

. Lady M. They met me in.the day.of ssoceas ;.. W I
have learned by the perfaciest rapert; they Aave mone ts
them than merdal knowladgis. A hen I lnirnedindpsirets
question themfyrthary khey mage thpmselyas—oin, inte
which they vanished. Whides, X stpad rapt: ta:the wonddt
of it, canm viissiues from ihailingy who til-hailod wie
Thane of Cawdor ;: iy wbicA titls, hafare, thase weird
sisters saluted me, apd pcferred ma o thesoming on of
time, with, Haid, king thaxshaltbe ! This have Lshought
good to deljuer, thea) my dearest, partner of greatnesay
that thou mightest not lose the .dues: of . rejaining,.ly
being sgnarens of whos greainass up'mathbmhy
tttothyhenmandfamuwll. Lt e e &

!' DAY :."'{

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, md ;l-ll«he o7
What thou art promis’d : -Yet do 1 fear thy nitm 3
Itisteo full-0'the milk.of huovan kiedness,: -
To caffh the;agasdst way ¢ Thob would’st:bé grm;
Art not witheut ambition ;, but-without . ..~ .. - . ¢



18 MACBETH. ACT 1.

The illness, shotild attend it. What thou would’st hxgblyq‘
That would'st thou holily ; would’st not play false,
And yet would'st wrongly wih : thoudst: have, greai

Glamis,
That, which eries, Thus thou must do, 3f thou have ¥t ¢
And that whiéh vather thou dost fear to do, . "
Than wishist shoubd de undone. Hie thee hithet,” "1
That I ey pour miy spirits in thine ears =~ - 7

And chestise with the valour of my tongge - !
Al that impedes thee from the golden round,

Which fate and metiphysical aid doth seem

To have thee: crbwn'd witlml.-—--Wbat is your tidings ¥

)

Enta' anlﬁudam

Atten. The king comes here to-night, - * 1
Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it : o
Is not thy master with him ? who, wer't'so, Al
Would have inform’d for preparation. o
Atten. So please you, it is true ;. our thane is comlng
‘One of my fellows had the speed of him; = )
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely mbm-
Than would make up his message. et e 4
Lady M. Give him tending, A
He bnugs great news. Tht raven hiowelf is'hoatse, i
" [ Bwit Attendamt.
That croeks the fatal entrance of Duncan’ R
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirgs ~ -
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here; -
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood,
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ;
That no compunctious visitings of nature
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Shake my fell purpose, noe keep peace between - 1
The effect and it! Come to my woman’s breasts, , . .
And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring, ministers,
Wherever in your sightless substances

You wait o aatwre’s mischief| Come, thick night, -

And pall thee.ip the deepest smoke of hell ). . ... -
That my. kegn knife see not the wouad it makes;. .
Nor heaven peep through the blagket of the dazk,i -
To cry, Hold, hold |~——Great Glmsgwortby Ca.wdwl
o EntchAcnnm ', T
Greater than hoth, by the all-heil hntcafter
Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present,'and I feel now '
The future in the instant. . o
Macb. My dearest love, , TR
Duncan comes here to-night. .. . .
Lady M. And when goes l!encq?
Mach, To-wmorrow,~as he purpases.
Lady M. O, never
Shall sun that morrow see !
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where l;nen .
May read strange matters :~~To begmle the time,
Look. like.the time ; .bear welcome.in your.eye, - . .
Youz hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower,
Baut be the serpent umler it. He, that’s coming, -
Must be propided fox : and you shall put B
This night’s;great, business into my despatch; ..
Which sheil te all. our nights and days to come
Give solely sovergign: sway and masterdom. AT
Mach. We will speak farther,
Lady M. Only-look up clear;
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To alter favour ever is to fear ;
Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—T%he same. Before the Castle. Hautboys.
’ Servants of MACBETH attending.

Enter Douncan, * MarcoLm, DonaLsaiN, Banguo,
LxNox, Macpurr, Rosse, ANGUS, and Altendants.

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses,

Ban. This guest of summer,
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, .
By his lov’d mansionry, that the heaven’s breath
Smells wooingly here ; no jutty, frieze, buttress,
Nor coign of vantage, but this bird hath made
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : Where they
Most breed and haunt, I have observ’d, the air
Is delicate.

Enter Lady MACBETH.

Dun. See, see ! our honour'd hostess !
The love, that follows us, sometime is our trouble,
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you,
How you shall bid God yield us for your pains,
And thank us for our trouble.

Lady M. All our service
In every point twice done, and then done double,
Were poor and single business to contend
Agginst those honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old, .



SCENE VII. MACBETH. 21

And the late dignities heap’d up to them,
We rest your hermits.
Dun. Where’s the thane of Cawdor?
We cours’d him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor: but he rides well;
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him
To his home before us: Fair and noble hostess,
We are your guest to-night.
Lady M. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt,
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure,
Still to return your own.
Dun. Give me your hand:
Conduct me to mine host; we love him highly,
And shall continue our graces towards him.
By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt.

L

SCENE VII.—The same. A Room in the Castle. -

Hautboys and torches, Enter, and pass over the stage, a
Sewer, and divers Stroants with dishes and service.. Then
enter MACBETH.

Macbh. If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twere
well

It were done quickly : If the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch,

With his surcease, success; that but this blow

Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,—

We'd jump the life to come.—But, in these cases, '

We still have judgment here; that we but teach

VOL. VI. B
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Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice
Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust:
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,
‘Who should against his murderer shut the door, ‘
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against

The deep damnation of his taking-off :

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors’d

Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur

To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself,

And falls on the other.—How now, what news?

Enter Lady MACBETH.

Lady M. He bas almost supp’d ; Why have you left
the chamber?

Macb. Hath he ask’d for me?

Lady M. Know you not, he has?

Macb. We will proceed no further in this business:
He hath honour’d me of late: and I have bought \
Golden opinions from all sorts of people,
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, T
Not cast aside so soon.

Lady M. Was the hope drunk,
Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept since?
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And wakes it now, to look so green and pale
At what it did so freely? From this time,
Such [ account thy love. Art thou afeard
To be the same in thine own act and valour,
As thou art in desire? Would'st thou have that,
‘Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life,
And live a coward in thine own esteem ;
Letting I dare not wait upoun I would,
Like the poor cat i’ the adage ?

Macbh. Prythee, peace:
I dare do all that may become a man;
‘Who dares do more, is none.

Lady M. What beast was it then,
That made you break this enterprize to me?
When you durst do it, then you were a man; \
And, to be more than what you were, you would
Be so much more than man. Nor time, nor place,
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both:
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now
Does unmake you. 1 have given suck; and know
How tender ’tis, to love the babe that milks me:
I would, while it was smiling in my face,
Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums,
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn, as you
Have done to this.

Mach. If we should fail,—

Lady M. We fail!
But screw your courage to the sticking-place,
And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is aleep,
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains
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Will I with wine and wassel so convince,
That memory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death,
What cannot you and [ perform upon
. The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt
Of our great quell ?

Macbh. Bring forth men-children only!
For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d,
‘When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,
That they have don’t?

Lady M. Who dares receive it other,
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar
Upon his death?

Macb. 1 am seltled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terribie feat.
Away, and mock the time with fairest show :
False face must hide what the false heart doth know.

[Exeunt.
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ACT IL

SCENE L.—The same. Court within the Castle.

Enter BAnguo and FLeaNcr, and a Servant, with a
torch before thom.
Ban. How goes the night, boy?
Fle. The moon is down ; | have not heard the clock.
Ban. And she goes down at twelve.,
Fle. I take’t, ’tis later, sir.
Ban. Hold, take my sword :—There’s husbandry in
heaven,
Their candles are all out.—Take thee that too.
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me,
And yet I would not sleep: Merciful powers!
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature
Gives way to in repose !—Give me my sword ;—

Enter MACRETH, and a servant with a torch.

Who’s there ¢
Mach. A friend.
Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king’s a-bed ;-
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to your officers :
This diamond he greets your wife withal,
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up
In measureless content.
Macb. Being unprepar'd,
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Our will became the servant to defect;
Which else should free have wrought.
Bun. All’s well.
I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters:
To you they have show’d some truth.
Macb. 1 think vot of them :
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,
‘Would spend it in some words upon that business,
If you would grant the time.
Ban. At your kind’st leisure.
Mach. If you shall cleave to my consent,—when ’tis,
It shall make honour for you.
Ban. So I lose none,
In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear,
I shall be counsel’d.
Mach. Good repose, the while!
Ban. Thanks, sir; The like to you!
: [Erit BANguo.
Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready,
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.
[Exit Servant.
Is this a dagger, which I.see before me,
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch
thee :—
I bave thee not, and yet I see thee still.
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling, as to sight? or art thou but
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation,
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this, which now 1 draw.
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Thou marshal’st me the way that I was going;

And such an instrument I was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o’the other senses,

Or else worth all the rest: [ see thee still ;

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood,
‘Which was not so before.—There’s no such thing:
It is the bloody business, which informs

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er the one half world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse

The curtain’d sleep; now witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate’s offerings : and wither'd murder,
Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace,
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves like a ghost.——Thou sure and firm-set earth,
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of my where-about,

And take the present horror from the time,

Which now suits with it.—Whiles I threat, he lives;
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

, [4 bell rings.
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell,
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit.

SCENE II.—The same.

Enter Lady MACBETH.

Lady M. That, which hath made them drunk, hath
made me bold :
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What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire: —
Hark ! —Peace!

It was the owl, that shriek’d ; the fatal bellman,

Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is about it:

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms

Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg’d
their possets,

That death and nature do contend about them,

Whether they live, or die.

Macbh. [Within.] Who's there ?—what, ho!

Lady M. Alack! I am afraid they have awak'd,
And ’tis not done :—the attempt, and not the deed, .
Confounds us :—Hark !—1I laid their daggers ready,
He could not miss them.—Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had done’t.—My husband !

. Enter MACBETH.
Macb. I have done the deed :—Didst thou not hear
a noise ?
Lady M. 1 heard the owl scream, and the crickels
cry. '
Did not you speak ?
Mach. When?
Lady M. Now.
Macb. As I descended?
Lady M. Ay.
Mach. Hark !—
‘Who lies i’the second chamber?
Lady M. Donalbain.
Macbh. This is a sorry sight,
[Looking on his hands.
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
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Macbh. There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and one
cried, murder!
That they did wake each other; I stood and heard
them: ) '
But they did say their prayers, and address’d them
Again to sleep.

Lady M. There are two lodg’d together.

Mach. One cried, God blessus! and, Amen, the other;
As they had seen me, with these hangman’s hands.
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen,

When they did say, God bless us.

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply.

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen?
I had most need of blessing, and amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought
After these ways; so, it will make us mad.

Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no

more !
Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ;
Sleep, that knits up the ravelld sleave of care,
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath,
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,
Chief nourisher in life’s feast ;—

Lady M. What do you mean?

Macb. Still it cried, Sleep no more! to all the house:
Glamis hath murder’d sleep ; and therefore Cawdor
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more !

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? 'Why, worthy

thane,
You do unbend your strength, to think
So brainsickly of things :—Go, get some water,
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And wash this filthy witness from your hand.—
Why did you bring these daggers from the place ?
They must lie there: Go, carry them ; and smear
The sleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. I'll go no more:
I am afraid to think what I have done;
Yook on’t again, I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose !
Give me the daggers: The sleeping, and the dead,
Are but as pictures: ’tis the eye of childhood,
That fears a painted devil. . If he do bleed,
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal,
For it must seem their guilt.

[Exit. Knocking within.

Macb. Whence is that.knocking ?
How is’t with me, when every noise appals me ?
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes!
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood
Clean from my hand ? No; this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnardine,
Making the green—one red.

Re-enter Lady MACBETH.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but I shame
To wear a heart so white. [Knock.] I hear a knocking
At the south entry :—retire we to our chamber:

A little water clears us of this deed:

How easy is it then! Your constancy

Hath left you unattended.—[ Knocking.] Hark! more
knocking:

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us,

And show us to be watchers :—Be not lost
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So poorly in your thoughts.
Maucb. To know my deed,—’twere best not know
- myself. [Knock.
Wake Duncaa with thy knocking! Ay, ’would thou
could’st! [Ezeunt.

SCENE 1I1.—T%e same.

Enter a Porter. [Knocking within.

Porter. Here’s a knocking, indeed! If a man were
porter of hell-gate, he should have old turning the key.
[Knocking.] Knock, knock, knock: Who's there, i’the
name of Belzebub? Here’s a farmer, that hanged him-
self on the expectation of plenty: Come in time; have
napkins enough about you; here you’ll sweat for’t,
[Knocking.] Knock, knock: Who's there, i'the other
devil’s name? ’Faith, here’s an equivocator, that could
swear in both the scales against either scale; who com-
mitted treason enough for God’s sake, yet could not
equivocate to heaven : O,come in, equivocator. [ Knock-
ing.] Knock, knock, knock : Who's there? ’Faith, here’s
an English tailor come hither, for stealing out of a
French hose: Come in, tailor; here you may roast
your goose. [ Knocking.] Knock, knock: Never at quiet!
What are you ?—But this place is too cold for hell. 'l
devil-porter it no further: I had thought to bave letin
some of all professions, that go the primrose way to the
everlasting bonfire. [Knocking.] Anon, anon; | pray
You, remember the porter. [Opens the gate.
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Enter Macourr and LeNox.

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed,
That you do lie so late ?

Port. ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second
cock : and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things.

‘Macd. What three things does drink especially pro-
voke? .

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine,.
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes: it provokes
the desire, but it tuhes away the performance: There-
fore, much drink may be said to be an equivocator with
lechery : it makes him, and it mars him; it sets him on,
and it takes him off; it persuades him, and disheartens
him; makes him stand to, and not stand to: in con-
clusion, equivocates bim in a sleep, and, giving him the
lie, leaves him.

Macd. 1 believe, drink gave thee the lie last night.

Port. That it did, sir, i’the very throat o'me: But I
requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too strong
for him, though he took up my legs sometime, yet I
made a shift to cast bim.

Macd. Is thy master stirring ?—
Our knocking has awak’d him; here he comes.

Enter MACBETH.

Len. Good morrow, noble sir!

Macb. Good morrow, both !

Macd. s the king stirring, worthy thane ?

Mach. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ;
I have almost slipp’d the hour.

Macb. I'll bring you to hum.
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Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you ;
But yet, ’tis one.

Macb. The labour, we delight in, physicks pain.
This is the door.

Macd. I'll make so bold to call,

For ’tis my limited service. [Exit MAcDUFF:

Len. Goes the king
From hence to day?

Macbh. He does:—he did appoint so.

Len. The night has been unruly: Where we lay,
Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they say,
Lamentings heard i’the air; strange screams of death
*Aud, prophecying, with accents terrible,

Of dire combustion, and confus’d events,

New hatch’d to the woeful time. The obscure bird
Clamour’d the livelong night: some say, the earth
‘Was feverous, and did shake.

Mach. "Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel
A fellow to it.

Re-enter Macpurr.

Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor hea.rt,
Cannot conceive, nor name thee !

Mach. Len. What's the matter?

Macd. Confusion now hath made his masterpiece !
Most sacrilegious murder bath broke ope
The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence
The life o’the building.

Mach What is’t you say ? the life?

Lcn. Mean you bis majesty ¢

Macd. Approach the chumber, and destroy your sight
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With a new Gorgon :—Do not bid me speak :

See, and then speak yourselves,—Awake! awake !—
[Ereunt MacBeTH and LENox.

Ring the alarum-bell :—Murder ! and treason !

Banquo, and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake !

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit,

And look on death itself !—up, up, and see

The great doom’s image !——Malcolm ! Banquo!

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights,

To countenance this horror ! [ Bell rings.

Enter Lady MAcBETH.
Lady M. What’s the business,
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
The sleepers of the house ¢ speak, speak,
Macd. O, geautle lady,
"Tis not for you to hear what I can speak :
The repetition, in a woman’s ear,

Would murder as it fell. O Banquo! Banquo!

Enter BANguo.
Our royal master’s murder’d !
Lady M. Woe, alas !
‘What, in our house ¢
Ban. Too cruel, any where.——

Dear Duff, [ pr’ythee, contradict thyself,
And say it is not so.

Re-enter MAcBETR and LENOX.
Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance,
I had liv'd a blessed time; for, from this instant,
There’s nothing serious in mortality :

. ———————— ——
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All is but toys: renown, and grace, is dead;
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees
Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter MaLcoLM and DONALBAIN.

Don. What is amiss?

Macb. You are, and do not know it:
The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood
Is stopp’d : the very source of it is stopp’d.

Macd. Your royal father’s murderd.

Mal. O, by whom?

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had done’t:
Their hands and faces were all badg’d with blood,
So were their daggers, which, unwip’d, we found
Upon their pillows:
They star’d, and were distracted ; no man’s life
Was to be trusted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury,
That I did kill them.

Macd. Wherefore did you so?

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate, and

furious,

Loyal and neutral, in 8 moment? No man:
The expedition of my violent love
Out-ran the pauser reason.—Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood ;
And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature,
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers,
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers
Unmannerly breech’d with gore: Who could refrain,
That had a heart to love, and in that heart
Courage, to make his love known ?
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Lady M. Help me hence, ho !
Macd. Look to the lady.
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues,
That most may claim this argument for ours?
Don. What should be spoken here,
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole,
- May rush, and seize us? Let’s away ; our tears
Are not yet brew’d.
Mal. Nor our strong sorrow on
The foot of motion.
Ban. Look to the lady :— '
[Lady MACBETH is carried out.
And when we have our naked frailties hid,
That suffer in exposure, let us meet,
And question this most bloody piece of work,
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us ;
In the great hand of God Istand; and, thence,
Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight
Of treasonous malice.
Macbh. And so do I.
- dll. So all.
" Macbh. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness,
And meet i’the hall together.
All. Well contented. ‘
[Exeunt all but MavL. and Don.
Mal. What will you do? Let’s not consort with
them:
To show an unfelt sorrow, is an office
Which the false man does easy : I'll to England.
Don. To Ireland I; our separated fortune
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are,
There’s daggers in men’s smiles : the near in blood,
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The nearer bloody.

Mal. This murderous shaft, that’s shot,
Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ;
And let us not be dainty of leaye-taking,
But shift away : There’s warrant in that theft,

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left.
[Eﬁﬂlnta

SCENE IV.—Without the Castle.

Enter Rosse and an Old Man.

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well :
Within the volume of which time I have seen
Hours dreadful, and things strange; but thxs sore night
Hath trifled former knowings.
Rosse. Ah, good father,
Thou see’st, the heavens, as troubled with man’s act,
Threaten his bloody stage: by the clock ’tis day,
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp :
Is it night’s predominance, or the day’s shame,
That darkness does the face of earth intomb,
When living light should kiss it ?
Old M. ’Tis unnatural,
Even like the deed, that’s done. On Tuesday last,
A falcon, tow’nng in her pride of place,
Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at, and kill’d.
. Rosse. And Duncan’s horses, (a thing most strange
and certain,)
Beauteous and swift, the minions of thelr race,
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out,

VOL. VI. c
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Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would make
War with mankind.

Old M. "Tis said, they eat each other.

Rosse. They did so; to the amazement of mine eyes,
That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Macduff :—

Enter MacDurr,

How goes the world, sir, now?
Macd. Why, see you not ?
Rosse. Is’t known, who did this more than bloody
deed ? :
Macd. Those, that Macbeth hath slain.
Rosse. Alas, the day!
What good could they pretend ?
Macd. They were suborn’d :
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons,
Are stol’'n away and fled ; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.
Rosse. *Gainst nature still :
Thriftless ambition, that wilt raven up
Thine own life’s means !—Then ’tis most like,
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.
Macd. He is already nam’d; and gone to Scone,
To be invested.
Rosse. Where is Duncan’s body ?
Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill ;
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,
And guardian of their bones.
Rosse. Will you to Scone?
Macd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife,
Rosse. Well, I will thither.



SCENE IV. MACBETH. 39

Macd. Well, may you see things well done there;—
adien '——
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new !
Rosse. Father, farewell.
Old M. God’s benison go with you ; and with those,
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes !
[ Excunt.
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ACT IIL

SCENE 1,—Fores. A Room snthe Palace.

Enter Banguo.

Ban. Thou hast it now, King, Cawdor, Glamns, al]
As the weird women promis’d ; and, I fear, S
Thou play’dst most foully foft yet it was said,

It should not stand in thy posterity ;

But that myself should be the root, and father
Of many kings. If there come truth from them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,)
Why, by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my oracles as well, .

And set me up in hope? But, hush; no more.

Sennet sounded. Enter MacBeTH, as King; Lady Mac-
BETH, as Queen; LeENox, Rosse, Lords, Ladies,
and Attendants.

Mach. Here’s our chief guest.
Lady M. If he had been forgotten,
1t had been as a gap in our great feast,
And all things unbecoming.
Macbh. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir,
And I'll request your presence.
Ban. Let your highness
Command upon me ; to the which, my duties
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Are with a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Mach. We should have else desird your good advice
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,)
In this day’s council ; but we’ll take to-morrow.

Is’t far you ride ?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time
"Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better,

I must become a borrower of the night,

For a dark hour, or twain.

Macb. Fail not our feast.

Ban. My lord, I will not.

Macb. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers
With strange invention: But of that to-morrow ;
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state,
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse: Adieu,

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you?
Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon us.
Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ;

And so I do commend you to their backs.

Farewell.— [Exit Banguo.

Let every man be master of his time

Till seven at night ; to make society

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself

" Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you.
.[Exeunt Lady MacBETH, Lords, Ladies, &¢.

Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure ?

Atten. They are, my lord, without the palace gate.
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Mach. Bring them before us.—[ Exit Atten.] To be
thus, is nothing;
But to be safely thus :—Our fears in Banquo
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature
Reigns that, which would be fear’d: "Tis much he dares;
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind,
He hath a wisdom, that doth guide his valour
To act in safety. There is none, but he,
Whose being I do fear: and, under him,
My genius is rebuk’d; as, it is said,
Mark Antony’s was by Ceesar. He chid the sisters,
When first they put the name of King upon me,
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like,
They hail’d him father to a line of kings:
Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown,
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand,
No son of mine succeeding. If it be so,
For Banquo’s issue have 1 fil'ld my mind ;
For themn the gracious Duncan have I murder'd ;
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel
Given to the common enemy of man, :
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings !
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list,
And champion me to the utterance !—Who’s there ?—

Re-enter Attendant with two Murderers.
Now to the door, and stay there till we call.

[Exit Attendant.
Was it not yesterday we spoke together?

1 Mur. It was, so please your highness.

5




SCENE 1. MACBETH. 43

Macb. Well then, now
Have you consider’d of my speeches ? Know,
That it was he, in the times past, which held you
So under fortune: which, you thought, had been
Our innocent self: this [ made good to you
In our last conference ; pass’d in probation with you,
How you were borne in hand; how cross’d; the in-

struments ;
Who wrought with them; and all things else, that
might,

To half a soul, and a notion craz'd,
Say, thus did Banquo.

1 Mur. You made it known to us.

Macb. 1 did so; and went further, which is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find .
Your patience so predominant in your nature,
That you can let this go? Are you so gospell’d,
To pray for this good man, and for his issue,
Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave,
And beggar’d yours forever ?

1 Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men;
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs,
Shoughs, water rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped
All by the name of dogs: the valued file
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,
The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift, which bounteous nature
Hath in him clos’d ; whereby he does receive
Particular addition from the bill
That writes them all alike ; and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file,
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And not in the worst rank of manhood, say it;
And I will put that business in your bosoms,
Whose execution takes your enemy off ;
Grapples you to the heart and love of us,
Who wear our health but sickly in his life,
Which in his death were perfect.

€ Mur. 1 am one, my liege,
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incens’d, that I am reckless what
I do, to spite the world.

1 Mur. And I another,
So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune,
That I would set my life on any chance,
To mend it, or be rid on’t,

Macb. Both of you
Know, Banquo was your enemy.

2 Mur. True, my lord.

Mach. So is he mine; and in such bloody distanoe,
That every minute of his being thrusts
Against my near’st of life: And though I could
With bare-fac’d power sweep him from my sight,
And bid my will avouch it ; yet I must not,
For certain friends, that are both his and mine,
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall,
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is,
That I to your assistance do make love ;
Masking this business from the common eye,
For sundry weighty reasons.

2 Mur. We shall, my lord,
Perform what you command us.

1 Myr. Though our lives—
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Macb. Your spirits shine through.you. Within this
hour, at most,
I will advise you where to plant yourselves ;
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’the time,
The moment on’t; for't must be done to-night,
And something from the palace; always thought,
That I require a clearness : And with him,
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,)
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart ;
T'll come to you anon.
2 Mur. We are resolv’d, my lord
Macbh. T’ll call upon you straight ; abide within.
It is concluded :——Banquo, thy soul’s flight,
If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. [Ezcunt.

SCENE 11.—The same. . Another Room.

Enter Lady MacBRTR and a Scrvant.

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court?
Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.
Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his leisure
For a few words.
Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit.
Lady M. Nought’s had, all’s spent,
Where our desire is got without content ;
"Tis safer to be that, which we destroy,
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.
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Enter MACBETH.

How now, my lord? why do you keep alone,
Of sorriest fancies your companions making?
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died
With them they think on? Things, without remedy,
Should be without regard : what’s done, is done.
Macb. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it;
She’ll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth.
But let
The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer,
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep
In the affliction of these terrible drecams,
That shake us nightly : Better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace,
Than on the torture of the mind to lie
In restless ecstacy, Duncan is in his grave;
After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ;
Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison,
Malice domestick, foreign levy, nothing,
Can touch him further!
Lady M. Come on;
Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks ;
Be bright and jovial ‘mong your guests to-night.
Macb. So shall I, love ;*and so, I pray, be you:
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo;
Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue:
Unsafe the while, that we
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams ;
And make our faces vizards to our hearts,
Disguising what they are.
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Lady M. You must leave this.

Mach. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife !
Thou know’st, that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives.

Lady M. But in them nature’s copy's not eterne.

Macbh. There’s comnfort yet ; they are assailable;
Then be thou jocund: Ere the bat hath flown
His cloister’d flight; ere, to black Hecate’s summons,
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums,

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady M. What'’s to be done ?

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night,
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ;

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand,

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond,

Which keeps me pale!—Light thickens ; and the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood:

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse;
Whiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouse.
Thou marvell’st at my words: but hold thee still;
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill :
So, pr'ythee, go with me. [ Exeunt.

SCENE III.—The same. A park or lawn, with a gate
leading to the palace.

Enter three Murderers.

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us?
8 Mur. Macbeth.
% Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he delivers
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Our offices, and what we have to do,
To the direction just.

1 Mur. Then stand with us.

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day: -
Now spurs the lated traveller apace,

To gain the timely inn; and near approaches

The subject of our watch.

8 Mur. Hark! I hear horses.

Ban. [Within.] Give us a light there, ho !

2 Mur. Then it is he; the rest, ‘
That are within the note of expectation,
Already are i’the court. ’

1 Mur. His horses go about.

8 Mur. Almost a mile: but he does usually,
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate
Make it their walk.

Enter BANgUo and BLEANCE, a scroant with a torch
preceding them.
2 Mur. A light, a light!
3 Mur. "Tis he.
1 Mur. Stand to’t.
Ban. It will be rain to-night.
1 Mur. Let it come down. [Assaults BANguo.
Ban. O,treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, ly, fly;
Thou may’st revenge.—O slave !
: [Dies. FrLEANCE and servant escape.
8 Mur. Who did strike out the light ?
1 Mur. Was't not the way ?
3 Mur. There’s but one down ; the son is fled.
2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair.
1 Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how much is done.
' [Excunt.
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SCENE IV.—4 room of state in the palace.

A Banquet prepared. Enter MacseTn, Lady Mac-
BETH, RossE, LeNox, Lords, and attendants.
Mach. You know your own degrees, sit down: at
first
And last, the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your majesty.
Macb. Ourself will mingle with soclety,
And play the humble host.
Our hostess keeps her state; but, in best time,
We will require fjer welcome.
Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends;
For my heart speaks, they are welcome.

Enter first Murderer, to the door.

Mach. See, they encounter thee with their hearts’
thanks :—— ,
Both sides are even : Here I'll sit i’the midst:
Be large in mirth ; anon, we’ll drink a measure
The table round.—There’s blood upon thy face.
Mur. 'Tis Banquo’s then.
Macbh. °Tis better thee without, than he within.
Is he despatch’d ?
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him.
Mach. Thon art the best o’the cut-throats : Yet he’s
good,
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it,
Thou art the nonpareil.
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Mur. Most royal sir,
Fleance is ’scap’d.

Macb. Then comes my fit again: I bad else been

perfect
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock;
As broad, and general, as the casing air :
But now, I am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe?

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides,
With tweaty trenched gashes on his head;

The least a death to nature. " -

Macb. Thanks for that :
There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that’s fled,
Hath nature, that in time will venom breed,

No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone; to-morrow
We'll hear, ourselves again. [Exit Murderer,
Lady M. My royal lord,
You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold,
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making,
"Tis given with welcome: To feed, were best at home;
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony ;
Meeting were bare without it.
Macbh. Sweet remembrancer !—
Now, good digestion wait on appetite,
And health on both !

Len. May it please your hlghness sit?

[The ghost of BaAngQuo rises, and sits in MAcnn'rn s
place.

Macb. Here had we now our country’s honour roof’d,
Waere the grac’d person of our Banquo present ;

Who may I rather challenge for unkindness,
Than pity for mischance !
Rosse. His absence, sir,
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Lays blame upon his promise. Pleaseit your highness
To grace us with your royal company ?
Macb. The table’s full.
Len. Here’s a place reserv'd, sir.
Mach. Where?
Len. Here, my lord. What is’t that moves your
highness ¢
Mach. Which of you have done this?
Lords. What, my good lord ?
Mach. Thou canst not say, I did it: never shake
Thy gory locks at me,
Rosse. Gentlemen, rise; his highness is not well.
Lady M. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is often thus, .
And hath been from his youth: ’pray you, keep seat;
The fit is momentary ; upon a theught
He will again be well : If much you note him,
You shall offend him, and extend his passion ;
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man?
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that,
Which might appal the devil.
Lady M. O proper stuff !
This is the very painting of your fear :
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said,
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts,
(Impostors to true fear,) would well become
A woman’s story, at a winter’s fire,
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itself !
Why do you make such faces? When all’s done,
You look but on a stool.
Mach. Prythee, see there! behold ! look! lo! how
say you }{——
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.—
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If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send
Those, that we bury, back, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears.
Lady M. What! quite unmann’d in folly ?
Macbh. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M. Fye, for shame!
Mach. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’'the olden
time,
Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal ;
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d,
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been,
That, when the brains were out, the man would die,
And there an end : but now, they rise again,
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And push us from our stools: This is more strange
Than such a murder is.
Lady M. My worthy lord,
Your noble friends do lack yon.
Macb. 1 do forget:—
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends;
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those, thatknow me. Come, love and health toall ;
Then I'll sit down: Give me some wine, fill
full ;—
I drink to the general joy of the whole table,

Ghost rises.

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss;
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst, -
And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.
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Mach. Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth

hide thee !
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ;
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes,
Which thou dost glare with!
Lady M. Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom : ’tis no other;
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.
. Macb. What man dare, I dare:
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tyger,
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble : Or, be live again,
And dare me to the desert with thy sword;
If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow !
' [Ghost disappears.
Unreal mockery, hence !'—Why, so ;—being gone,
I am a man again.—Pray you, sit still.
Lady M. You have displac’d the mirth, broke the
good meeting,
With most admir'd disorder.
Macb. Can such things be,
And overcome us like a summer’s cloud,
Without our special wonder? You make me strange
Even to the disposition that I owe,
When now I think you can behold such sights,
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,
When mine are blanch’d with fear.
Rosse. What sights, my lord ?
Lady M. 1 pray you, speak not; he grows worse and
worse ;
VOL. VI. D
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Question enrages him : at once, good night :—
Stand not upon the order of your going,
But go at once.
Len. Good night, and better health
Attend his majesty !
Lady M. A kind good night to all!
[Exeunt Lords and attendants.
Mach. It will have blood ; they say, blood will have
blood :
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak;
Augurs, and understood relations, have
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth
The secret’st man of blood.—What is the night?
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is
which.
Machb. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies his
person,
At our great bidding?
Lady M. Did you send to him, sir?
Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send:
There’s not a one of them, but in his house
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow,
(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters :
More shall they speak; for now I am bent to know,
By the worst means, the worst: for mine own good,
All causes shall give way ; [ am in blood
Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go o’er:
Strange things 1 have in head, that will to hand;
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann’d.
Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep.
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Macb. Come, we'll to sleep: My strange and self-
abuse
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use:
We are yet but young in deed. [ Excunt,

SCENE V.—The Heath.

Thunder. Enter HRCATE, mecting the three Witches.

1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecate ? you look angerly.
Hec. Have I not reason, beldams, as you are,
Saucy, and overbold? How did you dare
To trade and traffick with Macbeth,
In riddles, and affairs of death;
And I, the mistress of your charms,
The close contriver of all harms,
Was never call’d to bear my part,
Or show the glory of our art?
And, which is worse, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward son,
Spiteful, and wrathful ; who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you.
But make amends now: Get you gone,
And at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i’the morning ; thither he
Will come to know his destiny.
Your vessels, and your spells, provide,
Your charms, and every thing beside :
I am for the air; this night I'll spend
Unto a dismal-fatal end.
Great business must be wrought ere noon:
Upon the corner of the moon
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There hangs a vaporous drop profound ;
I’ll catch it ere it come to ground :
And that, distill’d by magick slights,
Shall raise such artificial sprights,
As, by the strength of their illusion,
Shall draw him on to his confusion :
He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace, and fear;
And you all know, security
1s mortals’ chiefest enemy.

Song. [Within.] Come away, come away, &c.
Hark, I am call'd; my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. © [Emt.
1 Witch. Come, let’s make haste; she’ll soon be back
again. [Excunt.

SCENE VI.—Fores. A room in the palace.

‘ Enter LENox and another Lord.
Len. My former speeches have but hit your
thoughts,
Which can interpret further : only, I say,
Things have been strangely borne: The gracious Dun-
can :
Was pitied of Macbeth :—marry, he was dead :—
And the right-valiant Banquo walk’d too late ;
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance kill'd,
For Fleance fled Men must not walk too late.
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain,
To kill their gracious father? damned fact!
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How it did grieve Macbeth ! Did he not straight,
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear,
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep?
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too;
For ’twould bave anger’d any heart alive,
To hear the men deny it. So that, [ say,
He has borne all things well : And, I do think,
That, had he Duncan’s sons under his key,
(As, an’t please heaven, he shall not,) they should find
What ’twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance.
But, peace !—for from broad words, and ’cause he fail’d
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear,
Macduff lives in disgrace: Sir, can you tell
Where he bestows himself?

Lord. The son of Duncan,
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,
Lives in the English court ; and is receiv’d
Of the most pious Edward with such grace,
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high respect : Thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the holy king, on his aid
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward :
That, by the help of these, (with Him above
To ratify the work,) we may again
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights;
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives; -
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,
All which we pine for now: And this report
Hath so exasperate the king, that he
Prepares for some attempt of war.

Len. Sent he to Macduff?

TLord. He did: and with an absolute, Sir, not I,
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The cloudy messenger turns me his back,
And hums ; as who should say, You'll rue the time,
That clogs me with this answer.

Len. And that well might
Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel
Fly to the court of England, and unfold
His message ere he come; that a swift blessing
May soon return to this our suffering country
Under a hand accurs’d !

Lord. My prayers with him ! [Ezeunt.
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ACT IV.

SCENE I.—=4 dark cave. In the middle, a cauldron
boiling.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d.
2 Witch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whin’d.
8 Witch. Harper cries :—’Tis time, ’tis time.
1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go;
In the poison’d entrails throw.——
Toad, that under coldest stone,
Days and nights hast thirty-one
Swelter'd venom sleeping got,
Boil thou first i’the charmed pot!
All. Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble.
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake,
In the cauldron boil and bake :
Eye of newt, and toe of frog,
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,
Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s sting,
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.
Al. Double, double toil and trouble ;
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble.
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8 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf ;
Witches’ mummy ; maw, and gulf,
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark ;
Root of hemlock, digg’d i’the dark;
Liver of blaspheming Jew;
Gall of goat, and slips of yew,
Sliverd in the moon’s eclipse ;
Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s lips;
Finger of birth-strangled babe,
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab,
Make the gruel thick and slab :
Add thereto a tiger’s chauldron,
For the ingredients of our cauldron.

Al. Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood,
Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter HecATE, and the other three Witches.

Hece. O, well done! I commend your pains;
And every one shall share i’the gains.
And now about the cauldron sing,
Like elves and fairies in a ring,
Enchanting all that you put in.

SONG.
Black spirits and white,
Red spirits and grey ;
Mingle, mingle, mingle,
You that mingle may.
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2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs,
Something wicked this way comes :——
Open, locks, whoever knocks.

Enter MacBeTH.
Macb. How now, you secret, black, and mid-night
hags?
What is’t you do ?
All. A deed without a name.
Macb. 1 conjure you, by that which you profess,
(Howe’er you come to know it,) answer me:
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight
Against the churches; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up;
Though bladed corn be lodg’d, and trees blown down;
Though castles topple on their warders’ heads ;
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope
Their heads to their foundations; though the treasure
Of nature’s germins tumble all together,
Even till destruction sicken, answer me
To what I ask you.
1 Witch. Speak.
2 Witch. Demand.
S Witch. We'll answer.
1 Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our
mouths,
Or from our masters’?
Mach. Call them, let me see them.
1 Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow ; grease, that’s sweaten
From the murderer’s gibbet, throw
Into the flame.
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4ll. Come, high, or low;
Thyself, and office, deftly show.

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head rises.
Macd. Tell me, thou unknown power,——
1 Witch. He knows thy thought ;

Hear his speech, but say thou nought.
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Mac-

duff;
Beware the thane of Fife.—Dismiss me :—Enough.
[ Descends.
Macb. What-e’er thou art, for thy good caution
thanks ;
Thou hast harp’d my fear aright:—But one word
more :—
1 Witch. He will not be commanded : Here’s ano-
ther,
More potent than the first.

Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child rises.
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth! Macbeth !—
Mach. Had I three ears, I’d hear thee.
App. Be bloody, bold,
And resolute : laugh to scorn the power of man,
For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth.
[Descends.
Macb. Then live, Macduff ; What need I fear of
thee?
But yet I'll make assurance double sure,
And take a bond of fate: thou shalt not live;
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies,
And sleep in spite of thunder.—What is this,



SCENE I. MACBETH. 6s

Thunder. An Apparitionof a Child crowned, with a tree
in his hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king;

And wears upon his baby brow the round

And top of sovereignty?

Al. Listen, but speak not.

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are :
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be, until
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill
Shall come against him. [ Descends.

Mach. That will never be;

Who can impress the forest; bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root ? sweet bodements ! good !
Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood

Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac’d Macbeth

Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath

To time, and mortal custom.—Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your art

Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever -

Reign in this kingdom ¢

All. Seek to know no more.

Macbh. I will be satisfied : deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me know :—
Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this?
[Hautboys.
1 Witch. Show! 2 Witch. Show! 8 Witch. Show!
dll. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart;
Come like shadows, so depart.
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Eight kings appear, and pass over the stage in order ; the
last with a glass in his hand; BaNguo following.

Macbh. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo ; down !

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls :—And thy hair,

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :—

A third is like the former :—Filthy hags !

Why do you show me this ?—A fourth ?—Start, eyes !

What! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom?

Another yet —A seventh ?—I’ll see no more :—

. And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass,

Which shows me many more ; and some I see,

That two-fold balls and treble scepters carry :

Horrible sight !—Ay, now, I see, ’tis true;

For the blood-bolter’d Banquo smiles upon me,

And points at them for his.—What, is this so ¢
1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so :—But why

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly i—

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights,

And show the best of our delights;

" P’ll charm the air to give a sound,

While you perform your antique round :
That this great king may kindly say,
Our duties did his welcome pay.
[Musick. The Witches dance, and vanish.
Mac. Where are they ? Gone i—Let this pernicious
hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar !—
Come in, without there !

Enter LENoX.
Len. What’s your grace’s will ?
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Macb. Saw you the weird sisters ?
Len. No, my lord.
Mach. Came they not by you?
Len. No, indeed, my lord.
Mach. Infected be the air, whereon they ride;
And damn’d all those, that trust them !-—I did hear
The galloping of horse: Who was’t came by ?
Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word,
Macduff is fled to England.
Macb. Fled to England ?
Len. Ay, my good lord.
Macb. Time, thou anticipat’st my dread exploits :
The flighty purpose never is o’ertook,
Unless the deed go with it: From this moment,
The very firstlings of my heart shall be
The firstlings of my hand. And even now
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and
done:
The castle of Macduff I will surprise :
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o’the sword
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls,
That trace his line. No boasting like a fool ;
This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool :
But no more sights |—Where are these gentlemen ?
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Fife. A4 Room in Macour¥'s Castle.

Enter Lady Macourr, her Son, and Rossk.

L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the
land ?
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Rosse. You must have patience, madam.
L. Macd. He had none:
His flight was madness: When our actions do not,
Our fears do make us traitors.
Rosse. You know not,
‘Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear.
L. Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave his
babes,
His mansion, and his titles, in a place
From whence himself doth fly? He loves us not ;
He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren,
The most diminutive of birds, will fight,
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
All is the fear, and nothing is the love ;
As little is the wisdom, where the flight
So runs against all reason.
Rosse. My dearest coz’,
I pray you, school yourself: But, for your husband,
He is noble, wise, judicious, und best knows
The fits o’the season. I dare not speak much further:
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors,
And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumour
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear;
But float upon a wild and violent sea,
Each way, and move.—I take my leave of you:
Shall not be long but I’ll be here again :
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward
To what they were before.—My pretty cousin,
Blessing upon you!
Lady Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he’s fatherless.
Rosse. 1 am 50 much a fool, should I stay longer,
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It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort:
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rossk.
L. Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead;
And what will you do now? How will you live?
Son. As birds do, mother.
L. Macd. What, with worms and flies?
Son. With what I get, I mean; and so do they.
L. Macd. Poor bird! thou’dst never fear the net,
. nor lime, '
The pit-fall, nor the gin.
Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they are
not set for.
My father is not dead, for all your saying.
L. Macd. Yes, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a
father ?
Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ?
L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any mar-
ket. '
Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again.
L. Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit; and yet
i’faith,
With wit enough for thee.
Son. Was my father a traitor, mother?
L. Macd. Ay, that he was.
Son. What is a traitor?  °
L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.
Son. And be all traitors, that do so ?
L. Macd. Every one, that does so, is a traitor, and
must be hanged.
Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear and
lie?
- L. Macd. Every one.
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Son. Who must hang them ?

L. Macd. Why, the honest men.

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for there
are liars and swearers enough to beat the honest men,
and hang up them. '

L. Macd. Now God help thee, poor monkey !

But how wilt thou do for a father?

Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him: if you
would not, it were a good sign, that I should quickly
have a new father.

L. Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk’st,

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you known,

Though in your state of honour I am perfect.

I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly :

If you will take a homely man’s advice,

Be not found here; hence, with your little ones.

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage;

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty,

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you!

I dare abide no longer. [Exit Messenger.
L. Macd. Whither should I fly?

I have done no harm. But I remember now

I am in this earthly world: where, to do harm,

Is often laudable: to do good, sometime,

Accounted dangerous folly : Why then, alas!

Do I put up that womanly defence,

To say, I have done no harm >——What are these fav

ces?
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_ Enter Murderers.
Mur. Where is your husband ?
L. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified,
‘Where such as thou may’st find him.
Mur. He'’s a traitor.
Son. Thou ly’st, thou shag-ear’d villain.

Mur. What, you egg? [Stabbing him.
Young fry of treachery ? :
 Son. He has killed me, mother:
" Run away, I pray you. [ Dses.
[Exi¢ Lady M AcDUYF, crying murder, and
pursucd by the Murderers.

SCENE III.~England. A Room in the King’s Palace.

Enter MA'LOOI.M and Macpurr.

Mal. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there
Weep our sad bosoms empty.

Macd. Let us rather
Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men,
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom : Each new morn,
New widows howl ; new orphans cry; new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds ’
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out
Like syllable of dolour.

Mal. What I believe, I'll wail ;
‘What know, believe ; and, what I can redress,
As I shall find the time to friend, [ will..

" What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance.

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues,

VOL. VI, E
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Was once thought honest: you have lov’d him well;
He hath not touch’d you yet. Iam young; butsome-
thing
You may deserve of him through me; and wisdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb,
To appease an angry god.
Macd. 1 am not treacherous.
Mal. But Macbeth is.
A good and virtuous nature may recoil,
In an imperial charge. But ’crave your pardon;
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose:
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell :
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace,
Yet grace must still look so.
Macd. I have lost my hopes.
Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my
doubts.
Why in that rawness left you wife, and child,
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,)
Without leave-taking >—1I pray you,
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,
But mine own safeties:—You may be rightly just,
Whatever I shall think.
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country !
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure,
For goodness dares not check thee! wear thou thy
wrongs,
Thy title is affeer’d !—Fare thee well, lord:
I would not be the villain, that thou think’st,
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp,
And the rich East to boot.
Mal. Be not offended:

4
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I speak not as in absolute fear of you.
I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke;
It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal,
There would be hands uplifted in my right;
And here, from gracious England, have [ offer
Of goodly thousands: But, for all this,
When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, -
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before;
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever,
By him, that shall succeed.;

Macd. What should he be?

Mal. It is myself, I mean: in whom I know
All the particulars of vice so grafted,
That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state

- Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d

With my confineless harms.

Macd. Not in the legions
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d
In evils, to top Macbeth.

Mal. 1 grant him bloody,
Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful,

udden, malicious, smacking of every sin

That has a name : But there’s no bottom, none,
In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters,
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The cistern of my lust; and my desire
All continent impediments would o’er-bear,
That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth,
Than such a one teo. reign.

71
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Macd. Boundless intemperance
In nature is a tyranny; it hath been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne,

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours: you may

Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty,

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-wink.
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be
That vulture in you, to devour so many

As will to greatness dedicate themselves,

Finding it so inclin’d. - .

Mal. With this, there grows,

In my most ill-compos’d affection, such

A stanchless avarice, that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands;
Desire his jewels, and this other’s house :

And my more-having would be as a sauce,

~ To make me hunger more; that I should forge
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal,
Destroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice ‘
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root
Than summer-seeding lust: and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear;
Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will,

Of your mere own: All these are portable,
With other graces weigh’d.

Mal. But I have none : The king-becoming graces,
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, '
- Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness,

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,
I have no relish of them ; but abound
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In the division of each several crime,’

Acting in many ways. Nay, had I power, I should
- Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,
_ Uproar the universal peace, confound
" All unity on earth.

" Macd. O Scotland! Scotland !

‘Mal. If such a one be fit to govern, speak
I am as I have spoken.

Macd. Fit to govern !
No, not to live.—O nation miserable,
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d,
‘When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again?
Since that the truest issue of thy throne
By his own interdiction stands accurs’d, :
And does blaspheme his breed ?—Thy royal father
Was a most sainted king; the queen, that bore thee,
" Oftner upon her knees than on her feet,
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well !
These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself,
Have banish’d me from Scotland.—O, my breast,
Thy hope ends here !

Mal. Macduff, this noble passion, .
Child of integrity, hath from my soul
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-credulous haste : But God above
Deal between thee and me! for even now
1 put myself to thy direction, and
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, -
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For strangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn;

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ;

At no time broke my faith; would not betray

The devil to his fellow; and delight

No less in truth, than life: my first false speaking

‘Was this upon myself: What I am truly,

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command :

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach,

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men,

All ready at a point, was setting forth:

Now we’ll together; And the chance, of goodness,

Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you silent?
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once,

*Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doctor.
Mal. Well; more anon.—Comes the king forth, I
°  pray you?

Doct. Ay, sir: there are a crew of wretched souls,
That stay his cure: their malady convinces
The great assay of art ; but, at his touch,
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand,
They presently amend.
Mal. 1 thank you, doctor. [Exst Doctor.
Macd. What’s the disease he means?
Mal. ’Tis call’d the evil:
A most miraculous work in this good king ;
Which often, since my here-remain in England
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven,
Himself best knows: but strangely-visited people,
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye,
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The mere despair of surgery, he cures;

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks,

Put on with holy prayers: and ’tis spoken,

To the succeeding royalty he leaves

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue,
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ;

And sundry blessings hang about his throne,

That speak him full of grace.

Enter Rossk.

Macd. See, who comes here?

Mal. My countryman ; but yet I know him not.

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither.

Mal. 1 know him now: Good God, betimes remove
The means, that make us strangers !

Rosse. Sir, Amen.

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?

Rosse. Alas, poor country ;
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot
Be call’d our mother, but our grave: where nothing,
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile;
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks, that rent the air,
Are made, not mark’d ; where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstacy ; the dead man’s knell
Is there scarce ask’d, for who; and good men’s lives
Expire before the flowers in their caps,
Dying, or ere they sicken.

Macd. O, relation,
Too nice, and yet too true!

Mal. What is the newest grief?

"Rosse. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker ;
Each minute teems a new one.
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Macd. How does my wife ?
Rosse. Why, well,
Macd. And all my children?
Rosse. Well too.
Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace?
Rosse. No; they were well at peace, when I did leave
. them.
Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech How goes
it?
Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidings,
thch 1 have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
- Of many worthy fellows that were out;
Which was to my belief witness’d the rather,
~ For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot :
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland
Would create soldiers, make our women fight,
To doff their dire distresses.
Mal. Be it their comfort,
We are coming thither: gracious England hath
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men;
An older, and a better soldier, none
That Christendom gives out.
Rosse. "Would I could answer
This comfort with the like!. But I have words,
That would be howl’d out in the desert air,
Where hearing should not latch them.
Macd. What concern they ? .
The general ¢ause? or is it a fee-grief,
Due to some single breast ?
Rosse. No mind, that’s honest,
‘But in it shares some woe; though the main paxt
Pertains to you alone.
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Macd. If it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, .
Which sha]l possess them with the heaviest sound,

That ever yet they heard.
* Macd. Humph ! I guess at it.

Rosse. Your castle is surpriz’d ; your wnfe, and babes,
Savagely slaughterd : to relate the manger, :
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer,

To add the death of you. '

Mal. Merciful heaven !—
~ What, man! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows;
Give sorrow words: the grief, that does not speak,
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids 1t’ break.

- Macd. My children too ? s

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all
That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence !

My wife kill'd too ? '

Rosse. 1 have said.

Mal. Be comforted :

Let’s make us med’cines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.
Macd. He has no children—All my pretty ones?
Did you say, all?—O, hell-kite !—All ?
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam,
At one fell swoop ?
Mal. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. 1shall doso;
But I must also feel it as a man:
I cannot but remember such things were,
That were most precious to me.—Did heaven look on,
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And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,

They were all struck for thee! naught that I am,

Not for their own demerits, but for mine,

Fell slaughter on their souls: Heaven rest them now!
Mal. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it.
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes,

And braggart with my tongue !|——But, gentle heaven,

Cut short all intermission; front to front,

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself;

Within my sword’s length set him; if he ’scape,

Heaven forgive him too !
Mal. This tune goes manly.

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready ;

Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth

Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above

Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you

may ;
The night is long, that never finds the day. [ Excunt.
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ACT V.
SCENE L.—Dunsinane. A Room sn the Castle,

Enter a Doctor of Physick, and a waiting Gentlewoman.

Doct. I have two nights watched with you, but can
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last
walked ?

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I have
seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown upon
her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write
upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to
bed; yet all this while in a most fast sleep.

Doct. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at
once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watch-
ing.—In this slumbry agitation, besides her walking,
and other actual performances, what, at any time, have
you heard her say?

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her.

Doct. You may, to me; and ’tis most meet you
should.

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one; having no wit-
ness to confirm my speech.

Enter Lady MACBETR, with a taper.
Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and,
upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close.
Doct. How came she by that light?
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Gent. Why, it stood by her: she has light by her
continually ; ’tis her command.

Doct. You see, her eyes are open.

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

. Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs
her hands.

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem
thus washing her hands; I-have known her eontinuein
this a quarter of an hour.

Lady M. Yet here’s a spot.

Doct. Hark, she speaks: I will set down what comes
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strong-
ly.

Lady M. Out,” damned spot! out, I say!—One;
Two; Why, then ’tis time to do’t:—— Hell is murky!
—Fye, my lord, fye ! a soldier, and afear’d? What need
we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to
account ?—Yet who would have thought the old man
to have had so much blood in him?

Doct. Do you mark that? :

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife; Where is
she now ?——What, will these hands ne’er be clean —
No more o’that, my lord, no more o’that: you mar all
with this starting. -

Doct. Go to, go to; you have known what you
should not.

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure
of that: Heaven knows what she has known.

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still : all the
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.
Oh! oh} oh! '
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Doct. What a sigh -is there ! the heart is sorely
charged.

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my bosom,
for the dignity of the whole body.

* Doct. Well, well, well,~

Gent. ’Pray God, it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: Yet I
have known those which have walked in their sleep,
who have died holily in their beds.

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your mght-gown,
look not so pale :—1 tell you yet again, Banquo’s bu-
ried ; he cannot come out of his grave.’

Doct Even so? .

Lady M. To bed, to bed there’s knocking ‘at the
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand;
What's done, cannot be undone : To bed, to bed, to

bed. [Exit Lady MACBBTB
Doct. Will she go now to bed?
Gent. Directly.

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad: Unnatural deeds
Do breed unnatural troubles: Infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.
More needs she the divine, than the physician.—
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her;
Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And still keep eyes upon her :—So, good night:
My mind she has mated, and amaz’'d my sight:
I think, but dare not speak.

Gent. Good night, good doctor. [Exeunt.



88 MACBETH. ACT V.

SCENE IL.—The Country near Dunsinane.

Enter with Drum and Colours, MeNTETH, CATHNESS,
ANcus, LENox, and Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on by Malcolm
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.

Revenges burn in them: for their dear causes
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm,!
Excite the mortified man.

Ang. Near Birnam wood
Shall we well meet them ; that way are they conging.

Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his brother?

Len. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file
Of all the gentry; there is Siward’s son,

And many unrough youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood.

Ment. What does the tyrant?

Cath. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies :
Some say, he’s mad ; others, that lesser hate him,
Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain,

He cannot buckle his distemper’d cause
Within the belt of rule.

Ang. Now does he feel

His secret murders sticking on his hands ;
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ;
Those he commands, move ornly in command,
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe
Upon a dwarfish thief.

Ment. Who then shall blame
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His pester’d senses to recoil and start,
When all, that is within him, does condemn
Itself, for being there?
Catk. Well, march we on,
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d :
Meet we the medecin of the sickly weal ;
And with him pour we, in our country’s purge,
Each drop of us.
Len. Or so much as it needs,
To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. ,
Make we our march towards Birnam. -
[Excunt, marching.

SCENE Il1.—Dunsinane. A Room ¢n the Castle.

Enter MAcBeTH, Doctor, and Attendants.

Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all;
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane,
I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ?
‘Was he not born of woman? The spirits, that know
All mortal consequents, pronounc’d me thus:
Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that’s born of woman,
Shall c’er have power on thee. Then fly, false thanes,
And mingle with the English epicures:
The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear,
Shall never sagg with doubt, nor shake. with fear.

Enter a Servant.
The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d loon !
Where got’st thou that goose look ¢
Serv. There is ten thoussnd——
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Macb. Geese, villain ?
Serv. Soldiers, sir.
Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch ¢
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine
"Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ?
Sero. The English force, so please you.
Mach. Take thy face hence.—Seyton!—I‘am sick
at heart,
When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now.
I have liv'd long enough : my way of life
Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf :
And that which should accompany.old age,
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
I must not look to have; but, in their stead,
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath,
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not.
Seyton !{—

Enter SEYTON.

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ?

Mach. What news more ?

Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, . which was reported.

Macb. I'll fight, till from my bones.my flesh be hack’d.
Give me my armour.

'Sey. "Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I'll put it on.
Sendout more horses, skirr the country ronnd ;
Hang those that talk of fear—Give me mine armour.—
How does your patient, doctor?

Doct. Not so sick, my lord,
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As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies,
That keep her from her rest.

Macb. Cure her of that: -

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d;
Pluck from the memory a roated sorrow ;

Raze out the written troubles of the brain;
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote,
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff,
Which weighs upon the heart ?

Doct. Therein the patient
Must minister to himself.

Macbh. Throw physic to the dogs, I'll none of it.—
Come put mine armour on; give me my staff :—
Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly from me :—
Come, sir, despatch :—If thou could’st, doctor, cast
The water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

I would applaud thee to the very echo,

That should applaud again.—Pull’t off, I say.—

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug,

Would scour these English hence }—Hearest thou of
them? ’

Doct. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation
Makes us hear something.

Macb. Bring it after me.
1 will not be afraid of death and bane,

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exit.
Doct. Were [ from Dunsinane away and clear,
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit.

VOL VI, r
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SCENE 1IV.—Country near Dunsinane.: 4 woodin view.

Enter, with Drum and Colours, MALcOLM, old S1wARD
and his Son, Macourr, MENTETH, CATHNESS, ANG<
us, LENoX, Rossk, and Soldiers marching.

Mal. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand,
That chambers will be safe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Siw. What wood is this before us?

Ment. The wood of Birnam.

Mal. Let every soldier hew him down a bough,
And bear’t before him ; thereby shall we shadow
The numbers of our host, and make discovery
Err in report of us. :

Sold. It shall be done.

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure
Our setting down before’t,

Mal. ’Tis his main hope:

For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less have given him the revolt ;
And none serve with him but constrained things,
Whose hearts are absent too.

Macd. Let our just censures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

Siw. The time approaches,

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ;
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But certain issue strokes must arbitrate :
Towards which, advance the war. [Excunt, marching.

SCENE V.—Dunsinane. Within the Castle.

Enter, with Drums and Colours, MacBern, SEYTON,
and Soldicrs.

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward walls ;
The cry is still, They come: Our castle’s strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie,
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up:
Were they not forc’d with those that should be ours,
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,
And beat them backward home. What is that noise?
[4 cry within, of Women.
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.
- Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears :
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair
‘Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir
As life were in’t : I have supp’d full with horrors;
Direness, familiar to my slaught’rous thoughts,
Cannot once start me.—Wherefore was that cry ?
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.
Mach. She should have died hereafter;
There would have been a time for such a word.—
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time ;
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle !
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Life’s but a walking shadow ; a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger.
Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly.
Mess. Gracious my lord,
I shall report that, which [ say I saw,
But know not how to do it.
Macb. Well, say, sir.
Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill,
I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move. :
Macb. Liar, and slave! [Striking him.
Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not so:
Within this three mile you may see it coming;
I say, a moving grove.
Macbh. If thou speak’st false,
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,
Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth,
I care not if thou dost for me as much.-—
I pull in resolution ; and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend,
That lies like truth : Fear not, til{ Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane ;—and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and out !—
If this, which he avouches, does appear,
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here.
I’gin to be a-weary of the sun, :
And wish the estate o’the world were now undone.—
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Ring the alarum bell :—Blow, wind ! come, wrack !
At least we’ll die with harness on our back. [Execunt.

SCENE VI.—The same. A Plain before the Castle.

Enter, with Drums and Colours, MaLcoLM, old S1wARD,
Macoury, &c. and their Army, with Boughs.

Mal. Now near enough; your leavy screens throw
, down,
And show like those you are :—You, worthy uacle,
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son,
Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff, and we,
Shall take upon us what else remains to do,
According to our order.
Siw. Fare you well.—
Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night,
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight.
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them all
breath,
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.
[Exeunt. Alarums continucd.

S8CENE VII.—The same. Another Part of the Plain.

Enter MACBETH.

Mach. They have tied me to a stake ; I cannot fly,
Baut, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What’s he,
That was not born of woman? Such a one
Am [ to fear, or none. '
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Enter Young S1waRrp.
Yo. Siw. What is thy name ?
Macd. Thou’lt be afraid to hear it.
¥Yo. Siw. No; though thou call’st thyself a hotter
name
Than any is in hell.
Macb. My name’s Macbet.h
Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce a
title
More hateful to mine ear.
Macbh. No, nor more fearful.
Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ; with my sword
I'll prove the lie thou speak’st.
[They fight, and young S1wARD is slain.
Mach. Thou wast born of woman.—
But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
Brandish’d by man, that’s of a woman born.  [Exit.

Alarums. Enter MAcDUFF.

Macd. That way the noise is:—Tyrant, show thy face:
If thou be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine,
My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still.
I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms
Are hir’d to bear their staves; either thou, Macbeth,
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge,
1 sheath again undeeded. There thou should’st be ;
By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seems bruited: Let me find him, fortune !
And more I beg not. [Ext. Adlarum.
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Enter MavLcoLm and old SiwarD.

Siw. This way, my lord ;—the castle’s gently render'd :
The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight ;
The noble thanes do bravely in the war ;
The day almost itself professes yours,
And little is to do.
Mal. We have met with foes,
That strike beside us.
Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. [Excunt. Alarum.

Re-enter MAcCBETH.

Mach. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die
On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes

Do better upon them.

Re-enter Macpurr.

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn.

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee:
But get thee back, my soul is too much charg’d
‘With blood of thine already.

Macd. 1 have no words,

My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give thee out! [They fight.
Macbh. Thou losest labour :

As easy may’st thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed :

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests;

1 bear a charmed life, which must not yield

To one of woman born.

Macd. Despair thy charm;

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv'd,
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Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb
Untimely ripp’d. .
Macb. Accursed be that tongue, that tells me so,
For it hath cow’d my better part of man !
And be these juggling fiends no more believ’'d,
That palter with us in a double sense;
That keep the word of promise to our ear,
And break it to our hope.—I'll not fight with thee.
Macd. Then yield thee, coward,
And live to be the show and gaze o’the time.
‘We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are,
Painted upon a pole; and underwrit,
Here may you see the tyrant.
Mach. I'll not yield,
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the last: Before my body
I throw my warlike shield: lay on, Macduff;
And damn'd be him that first cries, Hold, enough.
[ Excunt, fighting.

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter, with Drum and Colouss,
MavrcoLwm, old Siwarp, Rossg, LeENox, ANGus,
Catuness, MENTETH, and Soldiers.

Mal. 1 would, the friends we miss were safe arriv’d.
Siw. Sume must go off : and yet, by these I see,
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mal. Macduff is missing, and your noble son.
Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s debt:
He only liv’d but till he was a man;



SCENE VII. MACBETH. 93

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d
In the unshrinking station where he fought,
But like a man he died.
Siw. Then he is dead ?
Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field: your cause of
SOTTOW
Must not be measur’d by his worth, for then
It hath no end.
Siw. Had he his hurts before ?
Rosse. Ay, on the front.
Siw. Why then, God’s soldier be he!
Had I as many sons as I have hairs,
I would not wish them to a fairer death:
And so his knell is knoll’d.
Mal. He's worth more sorrow,
And that I'll spend for him.
Siw. He’s worth no more;
They say, he parted well, and paid his score:
So, God be with him !—Here comes newer comfort.

Re-enter M Aacpurr, with Macseru’s Head on a Pole.

Macd. Hail, king! for so thou art: Behold, where
stands '

The usurper’s cursed head : the time is free:

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdow’s pearl,

That speak my salutation in their minds ;

‘Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,—

Hail, king of Scotland !
All. King of Scotland, hail! [ Flourish.
Mal. We shall ot spend a large expence of time,

Before we reckon with your several loves,

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen,
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Henceforth be earls ; the first, that ever Scotland
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do, .
‘Which would be planted newly with the time,—
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad,

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;
Producing forth the cruel ministers

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen;
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life ; —This, and what needful else
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,

We will perform in measure, time, and place:

.So thanks to all at once, and to each one,

‘Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone.
{Flourish. Excunt.
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KING JOHN.

ACT I
SCENE I.—Northampton. 4 Room of Statein the Palace.

Enter King JonN, Queen ELiNoR, PEMBROKE, EssEx,
SavLisBURY, and Others, with CAATILLON.
K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France
with us?
Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of France,

VOL. VI. G2
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In my behaviour, to the majesty,
The borrow’d majesty of England here.
E#. A strange beginning ;—borrow’d majesty !
K. Jokn. Silence, good mother; hear the embassy.
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son,
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim
To this fair island, and the territories ;
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine :
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword,
- Which sways Jusurpingly these several titles ;
And put the same into young Arthur’s hand,
Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign.
K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this?
Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war,
To enforce these rights, so forcibly withheld.
K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood for
blood,
Controlment for controlment : so answer France.
Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my mouth,
The furthest limit of my embassy.
K. Jokn. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace:
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France;
For ere thou canst report [ will be there,
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard :
So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath,
And sullen presage of your own decay.—
An honourable conduct let him have:—
Pembroke, look to’t: Farewell, Chatillon.
(Excunt CHATILLON ard PEMBROKE.
Eli. What now, my son? have I not ever said,
How that ambitious Constance would not cease,
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Till she -had kindled France and all the world,

Upon the right and party of her son?

This might have been prevented and made whole,

With very easy arguments of love ;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must

With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. '
K. Jukn. Our strong possession, and our right, for us.
Eli. Your strong possession much more than your

right,

Or else it must go wrong with you and me:

So much my conscience whispers in your ear;

Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear.

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who whispers
Esskx.

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy,
Come from the country to be judg’d by you,
That e’er I heard: Shall I produce the men ¢

K. John. Let them approach.— [Exit Sheriff.
Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay

Re-cnter Sheriff, with RoserT FAULCONBRIDGE, and
Puivie, his Bastard Brother.

This expedition’s charge.—~What men are you?
Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman,
Born in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son,
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge;
A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.
K. John. What art thou?
Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge.
K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir?
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You came not of one mother then, it seems.

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king,
That is well known; and, as I think, one father:
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth,

I put you o’er to heaven, and to my mother;
Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may.
Elk. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame thy
mother,
And wound her honour with this diffidence.

Bast. I, madam ? no, I have no reason for it;

That is my brother’s plea, and noue of mine;
The which if he can prove, ’a pops me out
At least from fair five hundred pound a-year:
Heaven guard my mother’s honour, and my land !
K. John. A good blunt fellow :—Why, being younger
born, .
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ?

Bast. 1 know not why, except to get the land.

But once he slander’d me with bastardy :

But whe'r I be as true begot, or no,

That still I lay upon my mother’s head ;

But, that I am as well begot, my liege,

(Fair fall the bones, that took the pains for me!)
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.

If old sir Robert did beget us both,

And were our father, and this son like him ;—

O old sir Robert, father, on my knee

I give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee.

K. Jokn. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent us

here!

Eli. He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion’s face,
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The accent of his tongue affecteth him:
Do you not read some tokens of my son
In the large composition of this man?

K. Jokn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts,
And finds them perfect Richard.——Sirrah, speak,
‘What doth move you to claim your brother’s land ?

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father ;
With that balf-face would he have all my land :

A half-fac’d groat five hundred pound a year !

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd,
Your brother did employ my father much ;—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land ;
Your tale must be, how he employ’d my mother.

Rob. And once despatch’d him in an embassy
To Germany, there, with the emperor,

To treat of high affairs touching that time:
The advantage of his absence took the king,
And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s;
‘Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak:
Baut truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores
Between my father and my mother lay,
(As I have heard my father speak himself,)
‘When this same lusty gentleman was got.
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d
His lands to me; and took it, on his death,
That this, my mother’s son, was none of his;
And, if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time.
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine,
My father’s land, as was my father’s will.

. K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ;
Your father’s wife did after wedlack bear him :
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And, if she did play false, the fault was hers;
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands,
That marry wives. Tell me, how if ny brother,
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son,
Had of your father claim’d this son for his?
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ;
In sooth, he might: then, if he were my brother’s,
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father,
Being none of his, refuse him : This concludes,—
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir;
Your father’s heir must have your father’s land.
Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no force,
. To dispossess that child, which is not his ?
Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,
Than was his will to get me, as I think.
E&4. Whether hadst thou rather,—be a Faulcon-
bridge, '
And like thy brother, to enjay thy land;
Or the reputed son of Cceur-de-lion,
Lord of thy presence, and no land beside ¢
Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape,
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him;
And if my legs were two such riding-rods,
My arms such eel-skins stuff’d ; my face so thin,
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose,
Lest men should say, Look, where three-farthings goes !
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land,
"Would I might never stir from off this place,
I’d give it every foot to have this face;
I would not be sir Nob in any case.
E#. I like thee well ; Wilt thou forsake thy fortune,

3
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Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?
I am a soldier, and now bound to France.
Bast. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance:
Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year;
Yet sell your face for fivepence, and ’tis dear.—
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.
Ek. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.
Bast. Our country manners give our betters way.
K. Jokn. What is thy name?
Bast. Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun ;
Philip, good old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son.
K. John. From henceforth bear his name, whose form
thou bear’st:
Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great ;
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet.
Bast. Brother, by the mother’s side, give me your
hand ; N -
My father gave me honour, yours gave land :—
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day,
When I was got, sir Robert was away. =
EkL. The very spirit of Plantagenet !—
I am thy grandame, Richard ; call me so.
Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth: What
though?
Something about, a little from the right,
In at the window, or else o’er the hatch:
Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night;
And have is have, however men do catch:
Near or far off, well won is still well shot;
And I am L, howe’er I was begot.
K. Jokn. Go, Faulconbridge; now hast thou thy
desire,
VOL. VI. G
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A landless knight makes thee a landed ’squire.—
Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed
For France, for France ; for it is more than need.
Bast. Brother, adieu; Good fortune come to thee !
For thou wast got ithe way of honesty.
[ Exeunt all but the Bastard.
A foot of honour better than I was ;
But many a many foot of land the worse.
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :——
Good den, sir Richard,—God-a-mercy, fellow ;—
And if his name be George, I’ll call him Peter :
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names ;
"Tis too respective, and too sociable,
For your conversion. Now your traveller,—
He and his tooth-pick at my worship’s mess ;
And when my knightly stomach is suffic’d,
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise
My picked man of countries : My dear sir,
(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,)
I shall bescech you—That is question now;
And then comes answer like an ABC-book: —
O sir, says answer, at your best command ;
At your employment ; at your service, sir :
No, sir, says question, I, sweet sir, at yours :
And so, ere answer knows what question would,
(Saving in dialogue of compliment ;
And talking of the Alps, and Apennines,
The Pyrenean, and the river Po,)
It draws toward supper in conclusion so.
Baut this is worshipful society,
And fits the mounting spirit, like myself :
For he is hut a bastard to the time,
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That doth not smack of observation ;

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no ;)

And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth :
Which, though I will not practise to deceive,
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn;

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.—
But who comes in such haste, in riding robes ?
What woman-post is this? hath she no husband;
That will take pains to blow a horn before her?

Enter Lady FAULCONBRIDGE and JAMEs GURNEY,

O me ! it is my mother :—How now, good lady ?
What brings you here to court so hastily ?

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother ? where is

he?

That holds in chase mine honour up and down ?

Bast. My brother Robert? old sir Robert’s son ?
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?
Is it sir Robert’s son, that you seek so?

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou unreverend boy,
Sir Robert’s son : Why scorn’st thou at sir Robert ?
He is sir Robert’s son ; and so art thou.

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give usleaveawhile? |,

Gur. Good leave, good Philip.
Bast. Philip ?—sparrow !—James,
There’s toys abroad ; anon I'll tell thee more.
[Exit GuRNEY.
Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son ;
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
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Upon Good-friday, and ne’er broke his fast:

Sir Robert could do well; Marry, (to confess !)
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it;

We know his handy-work : —Therefore, good mother,
To whom am I beholden for these limbs?

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg.

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too,
That for thine own gain should’st defend mine honour?
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ?

Bast. Kuight, knight, good mother,—Basilisco-like :
What! I am dubb’d; I have it on my shoulder.

But, mother, I am not sir Robert’s son;

I have disclaim’d sir Robert, and my land ;
Legitimation, name, and all is gone:

Then, good my mother, let me know my father;
Some proper man, I hope; Who was it, mother?

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulconbridge ?

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

Lady F. King Richard Cceur-de-lion was thy father;
By long and vehement suit I was seduc’d
To make room for him in my husband’s bed :——
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge !—
Thou art the issue of my dear offence,

Which was so strongly urg’d, past my defence.

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again,
Madam, I would not wish a better father. -

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth,

And so0 doth yours; your fault was not your folly :
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,—
Subjécted tribute to commanding love,—

Against whose fury and unmatched force

The awless lion could not wage the fight,
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Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand.
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts,
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother,
With all my heart I thank thee for my father!
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well
When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell.
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin;

And they shall say, when Richard me begot,
If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin:

‘Who says it was, he lies; I say, ’twas not. .
. [Ezeunt.
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ACT II.

SCENE L.—France. Before the Walls of Angicrs.

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Ausiria, and forces ;
on the other, Puivie, King of France, and farces;
Lewis, CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and attendants.

Lew. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria.—
Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood,
Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart,

And fought the holy wars in Palestine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave :

And, for amends to his posterity,

At our importance hither is he come,

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;

And to rebuke the usurpation

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John:

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

Arth. God shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion’s death,
The rather, that you give-his offspring life,
Shadowing their right under your wings of war:

I give you welcome with a powerless hand,
But with a heart full of unstained love :
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke.

Lew. A noble boy! Who would not do thee right ?

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss,
As seal to this indenture of my love ;

That to my home I'will no more return,

-
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Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d shore,
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides,
And coops fromn other lands her islanders,

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main,
That water-walled bulwark, still secure

And coufident from foreign purposes,

Even till that utmost corner of the west

Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy,

Will I not think of home, but follow armns.

Const. O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s thanks,
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength,
To make a more requital to your love.

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift their

swords

In such a just and charitable war.

K. Phi. Well then, to work; our cannon shall be

bent :

Against the brows of this resisting town.——

Call for our chiefest men of discipline,

To cull the plots of best advantages :—

We'll lay before this town our royal bones,

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood,

But we will make it subject to this boy.

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy,
Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with blood :
My lord Chatillon may from England bring
That right in peace, which here we urge in war;
And then we shall repent each drop of blood,
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.
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Enter CHATILLON.

K. Phi. A wonder, lady '—lo, upon thy wish,
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d.—
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord,
We coldly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak.

Chat. 'Then turn your forces from this paltry siege,
And stir them up against a mightier task.
England, impatient of your just demands,
Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds,
Whose leisure I have staid, have given him time
To land his legions all as soon as I :
His marches are expedient to this town,
His forces strong, his soldiers confident.
With him slong is come the mother-queen,
An Até, stirring him to blood and strife ;
With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ;
With them a bastard of the king deceas'd :
And all the unsettled humours of the land,—
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,
With ladies’ faces, and fierce dragons’ spleens,—
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,
To make a hazard of new fortunes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits,
Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er,
Did never float upon the swelling tide,
To do offence and scath in Christendom.
The interruption of their churlish drums

[Drums beat.

Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand,
To parley, or to fight; therefore, prepare.
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K. Phi. How much unlook’d for is this expedition !
Aust. By how much unexpected, by so much

‘We must awake endeavour for defence ;

For courage mounteth with occasion :

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd.

Enter King Joun, ELiNoOR, BLANCH, the Bastard,
PEMBROKE, and forces.

K. Jokn. Peace be to France; if France in peace per-
mit
Our just and lineal entrance to our own!
If not; bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven !
‘Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven.
K. Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war return
From France to England, there to live in peace!
England we love; and, for that England’s sake,
With burden of our armour here we sweat: -
This toil of ours should be a work of thine ;
But thou from loving England art so far,
That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king,
Cut off the sequence of posterity, '
Outfaced infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ;—
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his:
This little abstract doth contain that large,
Which died in Geffrey ; and the hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born,
And this his son; England was Geffrey’s right,
And this is Geffrey’s : In the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call’d a king,
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When living blood doth in these temples beat,
Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest ?
K. John. From whom hast thou this great commis-
sion, France,
To draw my answer from thy articles?
K. Phi. From that supernal judge, that stirs good
thoughts
In any breast of strong authority,
To look into the blots and stains of right.
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy :
Under whose warrant, | impeach thy wrong;
And, by whose help, I mean to chéstise it.
K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.
K. Phi. Excuse; it is to beat usurping down.
Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France?
Const. Let me make answer ;—thy usurping son.
Eli. Out, insolent! thy bastard shall be king ;
That thou may’st be a queen, and check the world !
Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true,
As thine was to thy husband : and this boy
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey,
Than thou and John in manners; being as like,
As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think,
His father never was so true begot;
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.
Eli. There’s a good mother, boy, that blots thy fa-

ther. -
Const. There’s a good grandam, boy, that would blot
thee.
Aust. Peace!

Bast. Hear the crier.
Aust. What the devil art thou?
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Bast. One, that will play the devil, sir, with you,
An ’a may catch your hide and you alone.
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard ;
I'll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right;
Sirrah, look to’t ; i’faith, I will, i’faith.
Blanch. O, well did he become that lion’s robe,
That did disrobe the lion of that robe !
Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him,
As great Alcides’ shoes upon an ass:—
But, ass, I'll take that burden from your back ;
Or lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack.
Aust. What cracker is this same, that deafs our ears
With this abundance of superfluous breath ?
K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do straight.
Lew. Women and fools, break off your conference.—
King John, this is the very sum of all,—
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,
In right of Arthur do [ claim of thee:
Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms ¢
K. Jokn. My life as soon :—I do defy thee, France.
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand;
And, out of my dear love, I'll give thee more
Than €’er the coward hand of France can win :
Submit thee, boy.
Eli. Come to thy grandam, child.
Const. Do, child, go to it’ grandam, child;
Give grandam kingdom, and it’ grandam will
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig:
There’s a good grandam.
Arth. Good my mother, peace !
1 would, that I were low laid in my grave;
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T am not worth this coil that’s made for me.
El. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps.
Const. Now shame upon you, whe’r she does, or no!
- His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s shames,
Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes,
‘Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee;
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib’d
To do him justice, and revenge on you.
Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth
Const. Thou monstious injurer of heaven and earth!
Call not me slanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp
The dominations, royalties, and rights,
Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldest son’s son,
Infortunate in nothing but in thee;
Thy sins are visited in this poor child ;
The cannon of the law is laid on him,
Being but the second generation
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb.
K. Jokn. Bedlam, have done.
Const. I have but this to say,—
That he’s not only plagued for her sin,
But God hath made her sin and her the plague
On this removed issue, plagu’d for her,
And with her plague, her sin; his injury
Her injury—the beadle to her sin;
All punish’d in the person of this child,
And all for her; A plague upon her !
Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
A will, that bars the title of thy son.
Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will! a wicked will ;
A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s will !
K. Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more temperate:
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It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim

To these ill-tuned repetitions.—

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls
These men of Angiers ; let us hear them speak,
‘Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s.

Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the walls.
1 Cit. Who is it, that hath warn’d us to the walls?
K. Phi. "Tis France, for England.
K. John. England, for itself:
You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,—
K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s sub~
jects, '
Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle.
K. Jokn. For our advantage ;—Therefore, hear us
first,——
These flags of France, that are advanced here
Before the eye and prospect of your town,
Have hither march’d to your endamagement :
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath;
And ready mounted are they, to spit forth
Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls:
All preparation for a bloody siege,
And merciless proceeding by these French,
Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates ;
And, but for our approach, these sleeping stones,
That as a waist do girdle you about,
By the compulsion of their ordnance
By this time from their fixed beds of lime
Had been dishabited, and wide havock made
For bloody power to rush upon your peace.
But, on the sight of us, your lawful king,——
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Who painfully, with much expedient march,
Have brought a countercheck before your gates,
To save unscratch’d your city’s threaten’d cheeks,—
Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle:
And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire,
To make a shaking fever in your walls,
They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke;
To make a faithless error in your ears :
Which trust accordingly, kind citizens,
And let us in, your king ; whose labour’d spirits,
Forwearied in this action of swift speed,
Crave harbourage within your city walls.

K. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us both.
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet ;
Son to the elder brother of this man,
And king o’er him, and all that he enjoys :
For this down-trodden equity, we tread
In warlike march these greens before your town;
Being no further enemy to you,
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal,
In the relief of this oppressed child,
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then
To pay that duty which you truly owe,
To him that owes it; namely, this young prince;
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,
Save in aspéct, have all offence seal’d up;
Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ;
And, with a blessed and unvex’d retire,
With unhack’d swords, and helmets all unbruis’d,
We will bear home that lusty blood again,
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Which here we came to spout against your town, _
And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace.
Bat if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer,
"Tis not the roundure of your old-fac’d walls
Can hide you from our messengers of war;
Though all these English, and their discipline,
‘Were harbour’d in their rude circumference.
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord,
In that behalf, which we have challeng’d it?
Or shall we give the signal to our rage,
And stalk in blood to our possession ?
1 Cit. In brief, we are the king of England’s sub-
jects;
For him, and in his right, we hold this town.
K. Jokn. Acknowledge thefi the king, and let mein.
1 Cit. That can we not : but he, that proves the king,
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time,
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world.
K. Jokn. Doth not the crown of England prove the
king ?
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses,
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s breed,—
Bast. Bastards, and else.
K. Jokn. To verify our title with their lives.
K. Phi. As many, and as well-born bloods as
those,
Bast. Some bastards too.
K. Pki. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim.
1 Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest,
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both.
K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those souls,
That to their everlasting residence,

L
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Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet,
In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king !
K. Phi. Amen, Amen!—Mount, chevaliers ! to a.rms'
Bast. St George,—that swing’d the dragon, and €’er
since,
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess’ door,
Teach us some fence !—Sirrah, were I at home,
At your den, sirrah, [To AusTRIA] With your lioness,
I’d set an ox head to your lion’s hide,
And make a monster of you.
Aust. Peace ; no more.
Bast. O, tremble; for you hear the lion roar.
K. Jokn. Up higher to the plain; where we'll set
forth,
In best appointment, all our regiments.
Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field.
K. Phi. It shall be so ,—[To Lewis] and at the

other hill
Command the rest to stand.—God, and our right !
[Exeunt.
SCENE IL.—The same.

Alarums and excursions ; then a retreat. Enter a French
Herald, with trumpets, to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates,
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ;
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made
Mouch work for tears in many an English mother,
Whose sons lye scatter’d on the bleeding ground :
Many a widow’s husband groveling lies,
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Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth;

And victory, with little loss, doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French;

Who are at hand, triumpbantly display’d,

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim

Arthur of Bretagne, England’s king, and yours.

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets.
E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your
bells ;
King John, your king and England’s, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious day !
Their armours, that march’d hence so silver-bright,
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood ;
There stuck no plume in any English crest,
That is removed by a staff of France ;
Our colours do return in those same hands,
That did display them when we first march’d forth ;
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, .
Died in the dying slaughter of their foes :
Open your gates, and give the victors way.
Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold,
From first to last, the onset and retire
Of both your armies ; whose équality
By our best eyes cannot be censured :
Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd
blows ;
Strength match’d with strength, and power confronted
power:
Both are alike; and both alike we like.
VOR. VI. H
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One must prove greatest: while they weigh so even,
‘We hold our town for neither ; yet for both.

Enter, at one side, King JouN, with his power ; ELiNOR,
BLraNcH, and the Bastard ; at the other, King PuiLir,
Lewis, AusTRIA, and forces.

K. Jokn. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast
away ? )
Say, shall the current of our right run on?
‘Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment,
Shall leave his native channel, and o’er-swell
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores ;
Unless thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful progress to the ocean. :
K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav’d one drop of
blood,
In this hot trial, more than we of France;
Rather, lost more: And by this hand I swear,—
That sways the earth this climate overlooks,—
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms,
We’'ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms we bear,
Or add a royal number to the dead:
Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war’s loss,
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.
Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers,
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire!
O, now doth death line his dead chaps with steel ;
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs;
And now he feasts, mouthing the flesh of men,
In undetermin’d differences of kings.—
‘Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ?
Cry, havock, kings ! back to the stained field,
You equal potents, fiery-kindled spirits !
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Then let confusion of one part confirm
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death !
K. Jokn. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit ?
K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who’s your
king ?
1 Cit. The king of England, when we know the
king.
K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his
right.
K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy,
And bear possession of our person here;
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.
1 Cit. A greater power than we, denies all this;
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock
Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates:
King’d of our fears ; until our fears, resolv’d,
Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d.
Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers flout you,
kings;
And stand securely on their battlements,
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point
At your industrious scenes and acts of death.
Your royal presences be rul’d by me;
Do like the mutines of Jerusalem,
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town: -
By east and west let France and England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths;
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city :
I'd play incessantly upon these jades,
Even till unfenced desolation
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Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths,

And part your mingled colours once again;
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point:
_Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth

Out of one side her happy minion; -

To whom in favour she shall give the day,

And kiss him with a glorious victory.

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states?
Smacks it not something of the policy ?

K. John. Now, by the sky, that hangs above our
heads,

I like it well ;—France, shall we knit our powers,
And lay this Angiers even with the ground;
Then, after, fight who shall be king of it?

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king,—
Being wrong’d, as we are, by this peevish town,—.
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls:

And when that we have dash’d them to the ground,
Why, then defy each other; and, pell-mell,
- Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell.

K. Phi. Let it be so :—Say, where will you assault?

K. John. We from the west will send destruction
Into this city’s bosom.

Aust. I from the north.

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south,

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. "

Bast. O prudent discipline! From north to south ;
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth:

: [ Aside.
I'll stir them to it :—Come, away, away ! :
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1 Cit. Hear us, great kings: vonchsafe a while to
stay, -
And I shall show you peace, and fair-faced league;
Win you this city without stroke, or wound ;
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds,
That here come sacrifices for the field :
Perséver not, but hear me, mighty kings.
K. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to hear.
1 Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch,
Is near to England; Look upon the years
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid :
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty,
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch ?
If zealous love shuuld go in search of virtue,
‘Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ?
If love ambitious sought a match of birth,
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ?
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,
Is the young Dauphin every way complete :
If not complete, O say, he is not she;
And she again wants nothing, to name want,
If want it be not, that she is not he:
He is the half part of a blessed man,
Left to be finished by such a she;
And she a fair divided excellence,
Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.
O, two such silver currents, when they join,
Do glorify the banks, that bound them in:
And two such shores to two such streams made one,
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings,
To these two princes, if you marry them.
This union shall do more than battery can,
To our fast-closed gates; for, at this match,
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With swifter spleen than powder can enforce,
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope,
And give you entrance; but, without this match,
The sea enraged is not half so deaf,
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion ; no, not death himself
In mortal fury half so peremptory,
As we to keep this city.

Bast. Here’s a stay,
That shakes the rotten carcase of old death
Out of his rags! Here’s a large mouth, indeed,
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and seas ;
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions,
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs!
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood?
He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and bounce ;
He gives the bastinado with his tongue;
Our ears are cudgel’d; not a word of his,
But buffets better than a fist of France:
Zounds! I was never so bethump’d with words,
Since I first call'd my brother’s father, dad.

El. Son, list to this conjunction, make this match ;
Give with our niece a dowry large enough:
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie
Thy now unsur’d assurance to the crown,
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe
The bloom, that promiseth a mighty fruit.
I see a yielding in the looks of France ;
Mark, how they whisper: urge them, while their souls
Are capable of this ambition:
Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse,
Cool and congeal again to what it was.
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1 Cit. Why answer not the double majesties
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town?
K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been forward
first
To speak unto this city: What say you?
K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son,
Can in this book of beauty read, I love, -
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen:
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers,
And all that we upon this side the sea
(Except this city now by us besieg'd,)
Find liable to our crown and dignity,
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich
In titles, honours, and promotions,
As she in beauty, education, blood,
Holds hand with any princess of the world.
K. Pki. What say’st thou, boy? look in the lady’s
face,
Lew. 1 do, my lord, and in her eye I find
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye;
Which, being but the shadow of your son,
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow:
I do protest, I never lov’d myself,
Till now infixed I beheld myself,
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.
[Whispers with BLaNcH.
Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye !'—
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow !—
And quarter’d in her heart!—he doth espy
Himself love’s traitor: This is pity now,



128 KING JOHN. ACT II.

That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter’d, there should be,
In such a love, so vile a lout as he,
Blanch. My uncle’s will, in this respect, is mine :
If he see aught in you, that makes him like,
That any thing he sees, which moves his liking,
I can with ease translate it to my will ;
Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,)
I will enforce it easily to my love.
Farther I will not flatter you, my lord,
That all I see in you is worthy love,
Than this,—that nothing do I see in you,
(Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your
Jjudge,)
That I can find should merit any hate.
K. John. What say these young ones ? what say you,
my niece?
Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do .
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say.
K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you love
this lady?
Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ;
For I do love her most unfeignedly.
K. Jokn. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine,
Maine,
Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces,
‘With her to thee; and this addition more,
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin.—
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal,
Command thy son and daughter 1o join hands.
K. Phi. It likes us well ;—Young princes, close your

hands.
2
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Aust. And your lips too; for, I am well assur'd,
That I did so, when [ was first assur'd.
K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates,
Let in that amity, which you have made;
For at saint Mary’s chapel, presently,
The rites of marriage shall be solemniz’d.—
Is not the lady Constance in this troop —
I know, she is not; for this match, made up,
Her presence would bave interrupted much :—
‘Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows.
Lew. She is sad and passionate at your highness’ tent.
K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that we have
made, ,
Will give her sadness very little cure.— ‘
Brother of England, how may we content
This widow lady? In her right we came;
Which we, God knows, bave turn’d another way,
To our own vantage.
K. Jokn. We will heal up all,
For we’ll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne,
And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town
We make him lord of.—Call the lady Constance;
Some speedy messenger bid her repair
To our solemnity :—I trust we shall,
If not fill up the measure of her will,
Yet in some measure satisfy her so,
That we shall stop her exclamation.
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us,
To this unlook’d for unprepared pomp.
[ Exeunt all but the Bastard.—The Citizens
retire from the walls.
Bast. Mad world ! mad kings! mad composition !
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John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole,

Hath willingly departed with a part :

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on;
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field,

As God’s own soldier,) rounded in the ear

With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil;
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith ;
That daily break-vow ; he, that wins of all,

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ;—
Who having no external thing to lose

But the word maid,—cheats the poor maid of that;
That smooth-fac’d gentleman, tickling commodity,—
Commodity, the bias of the world ;

The world, who of itself is peised well,

Made to run even, upon even ground ;

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias,

This sway of motion, this commodity,

Makes it take head from all indifferency,

From all direction, purpose, course, intent :

And this same bias, this commodity,

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France,

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid,
From a resolv’d and honourable war,

To a most base and vile-concluded peace.

And why rail I on this commodity ?

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet :

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand,
When his fair angels would salute my palm:

But for my hand, as unattempted yet,

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail,

v
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And say,—there is no sin, but to be rich;
And being rich, my virtue then shall be,
To say,—there is no vice, but beggary :
Since kings break faith upon commodity,
Gain, be my lord! for I will worship thee!

131

[Exit.
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ACT IIL

SCENE I.—The same. The French King’s Tent.

Enter CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and SALISBURY.

Const. Gone to be married! gone to swear a peace!
False blood to false blood join'd! Goue to be friends!
Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those provinces?
It is not so; thou hast mis-spoke, mis-heard ;

Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy tale again:

It cannot be ; thou dost but say, ’tis so:

I trust, I may not trust thee; for thy word

Is but the vain breath of a common man:

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man;

I have a king’s oath to the contrary.

Thou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me,

For I am sick, and capable of fears;

Oppress’d with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ;
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears;

A woman, naturally born to fears;

And though thou now confess, thou didst but jest,
With my vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head?
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son?

What means that hand upon that breast of thine?
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,

Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds?
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Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words?
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale,
But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them false,
That give you cause to prove my saying true.
Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow,
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die;
And let belief and life encounter so,
As doth the fury of two desperate men,
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die.—
Lewis marry Blanch! O, boy, then where art thou?
France friend with England! what becomes of me ?—
Fellow, be gone; I cannot brook thy sight ;
This news bath made thee a most ugly man.
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done,
But spoke the harm, that is by others done?
Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is,
As it makes harmful all that speak of it.
Arth. 1 do beseech, you, madam; be content.
Const. If thou, that bid’st me be content, wert grim,
Ugly, and sland’rous to thy mother’s womb,
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains,
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,
Patch’d with foul moles, and eye-offending marks,
I would not care, I then would be content;
For then I should nqt love thee; no, nor thou .
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.
But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy !
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great:
Of nature’s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast,
And with the half-blown-rose: but fortune! O,
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee;
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She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ;

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France

To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs.

France is a bawd to fortune, and king John;

That strumpet fortune, that usurping John :—

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn?

Envenom him with words; or get thee gone,

And leave those woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me, madam,
I may not go without you to the kings.
Const. Thou may’st, thou shalt, I will not go with

" thee: ‘

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ;

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout.

To me, and to the state of my great grief,

Let kings assemble; for my grief’s so great,

That no supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up: here I and sorrow sit;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to ft.

[She throws hersclf on the ground.

Enter King Jonn, King Paivip, Lewis, BLanca, EL1-
NOR, Bastard, AusTRIA, and attendants.
K. Phi. "Tis true, fair daughter; and this blessed
day
Ever in France shall be kept festival :
To solemnize this day, the glorious sun
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist ;
Turning, with splendour of his precious eye,
. The meagre cloddy earth to glittering.gold :
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The yearly course, that brings this day about,
Shall never see it but a holyday.
Const. A wicked day, and not a holyday!

[
What hath this day deserv’d? what hath it done;
That it in golden letters should be set,
Among the high tides, in the kalendar?
Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week;
This day of shame, oppression, perjury:
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day,
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d :
But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ;
No bargains break, that are not this day made:
This day, all things begun come to ill end;
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change !

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause
To curse the fair proceedings of this day :

Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty ?

Const. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit,
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch’d, and tried,
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn ;

You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood,

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours:

The grappling vigour and rough frown of war

Is cold in amity and painted peace,

And our oppression hath made up this league :—
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur'd kings!
A widow cries; be husband to me, heavens!

Let not the hours of this ungodly day

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset,

Set armed discord ‘twixt these perjur'd kings!
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Hear me, O, hear me!
Aust. Lady Constance, peace.
Const. War! war! no peace: peace is to me a war.

O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame

That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou cow-

ard ;

Thou little valiant, great in villainy !

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side !

- Thou fortune’s champion, that dost never fight

But when her humorous ladyship is by,

To teach thee safety! thou art perjur’d too,

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou,

A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear,

Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave,

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side?

Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend

Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ¢

And dost thou now fall over to my foes?

Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame,

And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
Aust. O, that a man should speak those words tome!
Bast. And bang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
Aust. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life.
Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
K. Jokn. We like not this; thou dost forget thy-

self.

Enter PANDULPH.

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope.
Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven !—
To thee, king John, my holy errand is.
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal,
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And from pope Innocent the legate here,
-Do, in his name, religiously demand,

Why thou against the church, our holy mother,
So wilfully dost spurn; and, force perforce,

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop

Of Canterbury, from that holy see?

This, in our *foresaid holy father’s name,

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories,

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?

Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name

So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous;

To charge me to an answer; as the pope.

Tell him this tale; and, from the mouth of England,
. Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions;
But as we under heaven are supreme head,

So, under him, that great supremacy,
Where we do reign we will alone uphold,
Without the assistance of a mortal hand:
So tell the pope, all reverence set apart,
To him, and his usurp’d authority.
K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this.
K. John. Though you, and all the kings of Chris-
tendom,

Are led so grossly by this meddling priest,
Dreading the curse, that money may buy out ;
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust,
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself :
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led,
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish;

VOL. VI, I
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Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes.
Pand. Then, by the lawful power that I have,

Thou shalt stand curs’d and excommunicate :

And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt

From his allegiance to an heretick ;

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d,

Canoniz'd, and worshipp’d as a saint,

That takes away, by any secret course,

Thy hateful life.

Const. O, lawful let it be,

That I have room with Rome to curse a while !

Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen,

To my keen curses; for, without my wrong,

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right.
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for my curse.
Const. And for mine too; when law can do no nght

Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong :

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here;

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law :

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong,

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse?

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse,

Let go the hand of that arch-heretick ;

And raise the power of France upon his head,

Unless he do submit himself to Rome.

Eli. Look’st thou pale, France? do not let go thy
hand.
Const. Look to that, devil ! lest that France repent,

And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal.
Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant limbs.
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Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs,
Because——
Bast. Your breeches best may carry them.
K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the cardinal ?
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ?
Lew. Bethink you, father; for the difference
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Or the light loss of England for a friend :
Forego the easier.
Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome.
Comst. O Lewis, stand fast; the devil tempts thee
here,
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride.
Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from her
faith,
But from her need.
Const. O, if thou grant my need,
Which only lives but by the death of faith,
That need must needs infer this principle,—~—
That faith would live again by death of need :
O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up;
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down.
K. Joha. The king is mov’d, and answers not to this.
Const. O, be remov’d from him, and answer well.
Aust. Do so, king Philip ; hang no more in doubt.
Bast. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most sweet lout.
K. Phi. 1 am perplex’d, and know not what to say.
Pand. What can’st thou say, but will perplex thee
more,
If thou stand excommunicate, and curs’d ?
K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person yours,
And tell me, how you would bestow yourself.
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This royal hand and mine are newly knit; -
And the conjunction of our inward souls
Married in league, coupled and link’d together
With all religious strength of sacred vows;
The latest breath, that gave the sound of words,
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love,
Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves;
And even before this truce, but new before,—
No longer than we well could wash our.hands,
To clap this royal bargain up of peace,
Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and overstain’d
With slaughter’s pencil; where revenge did paint
The fearful difference of incensed kings :
And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood,
So newly join'd in love, so strong in both,
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet?
Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with heaven,
. Make such unconstant children of ourselves,
As now again to snatch our palm from palm ;
Unswear faith sworn; and on the marriage bed
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host,
And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true sincerity ! O holy sir,
My reverend father, let it not be so :
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless’d
To do your pleasure, and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless,
. Save what is opposite to England’s love.
Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church !
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse,
A mother’s curse, on her revolting son.
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France, thou may’st hold a serpent by the tongue,

A cased lion by the mortal paw,

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth,

Than keep in peace that hand, which thou dost hold.
K. Phi. T may disjoin my hand, but not my faith.
Pand. So mak’st thou faith an enemy to faith ;

And, like a civil war, set’st oath to oath,

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow,

First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d ;

That is, to be the champion of our church !

What since thou swor’st, is sworn against thyself,

And may not be perform’d by thyself:

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss,

Is not amiss, when it is truly done ;

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then most done, not doing it:

The better act of purposes mistook

Is, to mistake again ; though indirect,

Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire,

Within the scorched veins of one new burn’d.

It is religion that doth make vows kept ;

But thou hast sworn against religion;

By what thou swear’st, against the thing thou swear’st;

And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth

Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure

To swear, swear only not to be forsworn ;

Else, what a mockery should it be to swear?

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ;

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear

Therefore, thy latter vows, against thy first,

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself:
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And better conquest never canst thou make,
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts
Against these giddy loose suggestions : .
Upon which better part our prayers come in,
If thou vouchsafe them : but, if not, then know,
The peril of our curses light on thee ;
So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off,
But, in despair, die under their black weight. -
~Aust. Rebellion, flat rebellion !
Bast. Will’t not be ?
Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine ?
Lew. Father, to arms !
Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ?
Against the blood, that thou hast married ?
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d men?
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums,—
Clamours of hell,—be measures to our pomp?
O husband, hear me! ah, alack, how new
Is bhusband in my mouth !—even for that name,
" Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce,
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Against mine uncle.
Const. O, upon my knee,
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee,
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Fore-thought by heaven.
Blanch. Now shall I see thy love; What motive may
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife?

Const. That, which upholdeth him, that thee upholds,
His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour!
Lew. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold,

When such profound respects do pull you on.



SCENE I. KING JOHN. 143

Pand. 1 will denounce a curse upon his head.
K. Phi. Thou shalt not need :—England, I'll fall
from thee.
Const. O fair return of banish’d majesty !
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy !
K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within
this hour.
Bast. Old time the clock-setter, that bald sexton time,
Is it as he will ? well then, France shall rue.
Blanch. The sun’s o’ercast with blood: Fair day,
adieu!
Which is the side, that I must go withal ?
I am with both: each army hath a hand;
And, in their rage, I having hold of both,
They whirl asunder, and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray, that thou may’st win ;
Uncle, I needs must pray, that thou may’st lose ;
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ;
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive :
‘Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose;
Assured loss, before the match be play’d.
Lew. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies.
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life
: dies.
K. Jokn. Cousin, go draw our puissance together.—
[Exit Bastard.
France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath;
A rage, whose heat hath this condition,
Than nothing can allay, nothing but blood,
The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France.
K. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou shalt
turn
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To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire :
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
K. John. No more than he that threats.—To arms
let’s hie! [ Exeunt.

-~

SCENE II.—The same. Plains ncar Angicrs.

dlarums, Eycursions. Enter the Bastard, with AUSTRIA’S
Head.
Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot;
Some airy devil hovers in the sky,

And pours down mischief. Austria’s head lie there :
While Philip breathes.

Enter King JonN, ARTHUR, and HUBERT.

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy :—Philip, make up:
My mother is assailed in our tent,
And ta’en, I fear.

Bast. My lord, I rescu’d her;
Her highness is in safety, fear you not :
But on, my liege; for very little pains
Wil] bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt.

SCENE II1.—The same.

Alarums ; Excursions ; Retreat, Enter King Joun,
ELINOR, ARTHUR, thc Bastard, HuBerT, and Lords.

K. John. So shallit be ; your grace shall stay behind,
ETo ELiNoR.
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So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad:
[To ARTHUR,
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will
As dear be to thee as thy father was.
Arth. O, this will make my mother die with grief.
K. John. Cousin, [To the Bastard.] away for Eng-
land ; haste before :
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
Of hoarding abbots ; angels imprisoned
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon :
Use our commission in his utmost force. «
Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back,
‘When gold and silver becks me to come on.
I leave your highness :—Grandam, I will pray
(If ever I remember to be holy,)
For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand.
El. Farewell, my gentle cousin.
K. John. Coz, farewell. : [Exit Bastard.
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word.
[Ske takes ARTHUR aside.
K. Jokn, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hu-
bert,
‘We owe thee much; within this wall of flesh
There is a soul counts thee her creditor,
And with advantage means to pay thy love:
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.
Give me thy hand. I bad a thing to say,—
But I will fit it with some better time.

- By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d

To say what good respect I have of thee.

4
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Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty.
K. Jokn. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say se
yet:
But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne’er so slow,
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good.
I had a thing to say,—But let it go:
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,
Attended with the pleasures of the world,
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,
To give me audience :—If the midnight bell
Did, with bis iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night ;
If this same were a church-yard where we stand,
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs;
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy,
Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick;
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins,
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes,
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,
A passion hateful to my purposes ;)
Or if that thou could’st see me without eyes, ,
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply
Without a tongue, using conceit alone,
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words:
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts :
But ah, I will not :—Yet I love thee well;
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov’st me well.
Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake,
Though that my death were adjunct to my act,
By heaven, I'd do’t. !
K. John. Do not I know thou would’st ?

5
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" Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy: I'll tell thee what, my friend,
He is a very serpent in my way;
And, wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread,
He lies before me: Dost thou understand me ¢
Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I will keep him so,
That he shall not offend your majesty.

K. John. Death.

Hub. My lord?

K. Johkn. A grave.

Hub. He shall not live.

K. Jokn. Enough.
I could be merry now: Hubert, I love thee;
Well, I'll not say what I intend for thee:
Remember..——Madam, fare you well :
I'll send those powers o’er to your majesty.

El. My blessing go with thee™

K. John. For England, cousin:
Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho! [Excunt.

SCENE IV.—The same. The French King's Tent.

Enter King Privip, LEwis, PANDULPH, and
Attendants.
K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood,
A whole armado of convicted sail
Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship.
Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go well.
K. Phi. What can go well, when we have run so ill?
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Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost?
Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends slain?
And bloody England into England gone,
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France?

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified :
So hot a speed with such advice dispos’d,
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,
Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard,
Of any kindred action like to this ?

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this

praise,

So we could find some pattern of our shame,

Enter CONSTANCE.

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul;
Holding the eternal spirit, agaiust her will,
In the vile prison of afflicted breath :—
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me.
Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace!
K. Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle Con-
stance !
Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress,
But that which ends all counsel, true redress,
Death, death :—O amiable lovely death!
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness !
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night,
Thou hate and terror to prosperity,
And I will kiss thy détestable bones ;
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows ;
And ring these fingers with thy household worms ;
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust,
And be a carrion monster like thyself:
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Come, grin on me; and I will think thou smil’st,
And buss thee as thy wife! Misery’s love,
O, come to me!

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace.

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :—
O, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth !
Then with a passion would I shake the world ;
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy,
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice;
Which scorns a modern invocation.

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow.

Const. Thou are not holy to belie me so;
I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine;
My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wife;
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost:
I am not mad ;—I would to heaven, I were!
For then, ’tis like I should forget myself:
O, if I could, what grief should I forget!—
Preach some philosophy to make me mad,
And thou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal ;
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief,
My reasonable part produces reason
How I may be deliver'd of these woes,
And teaches me to kill or hang myself :
If T were mad; I should forget my son ;
Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he:
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel
The different plague of each calamity.

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses: O, what love I note
In the fair multitude of those her hairs !

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen,
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends
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Do glew themselves in sociable grief ;
Like true, inseparable faithful loves,
Sticking together in calamity.
Const. To England, if you will.
K. Phi. Bind up your hairs.
Const. Yes, that [ will; And wherefore will I do it ?
I tore them from their bonds ; and cried aloud,
O that these hands could so redeem my son,
As they have gioen these hairs their liberty !
But now I envy at their liberty,
And will again commit them to their bonds,
Because my poor child is a prisoner.
And, father cardinal, [ have heard you say,
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven :
If that be true, I shall see my boy again ;
For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child,
To him that did but yesterday suspire,
There was not such a gracious creature born.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud,
And chase the native beauty from his cheek,
And he will look as hollow as a ghost ;
As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit;
And so he'll die ; and, rising so again,
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven
I shall not know him : therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more.
Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief.
Const. He talks to me, that never had a son.
K. Phi. You are as fond of grief, as of your child.
Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child,
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ;
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,
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Remembers me of all his gracious parts,
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ;
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief.
Fare you well: had you such a loss as I,
I could give better comfort than you do.—
I will not keep this form upon my head,
[Tearing off her headsdress.
When there is such disorder in my wit.
O lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son !
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world !
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure ! [(Exit.
K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and I'll follow her.
[Exit.
Lew. There’s nothing in this world, can make me
joy:
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale,
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man;
And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s taste,
That it yields naught, but shame and bitterness.
Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease,
Even in the instant of repair and health,
The fit is strongest; evils, that take leave,
On their departure most of all show evil :
What have you lost by losing of this day?
Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.
Pand. If you have won it, certainly, you had.
No, no: when fortune means to men most good,
- She looks upon them with a threatening eye.
*Tis strange, to think how much king John hath lost
In this, which he accounts so clearly won :
Are not you griev’d, that Arthur is his prisoner?
- Lew. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him.
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Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood.
Now hear me speak, with a prophetick spirit ;
For even the breath of what I mean to speak
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rab,
Out of the path, which shall directly lead
Thy foot to England’s throne; and, therefore, mark.
John hath seized Arthur; and it cannot be,
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s veins,
The misplac’d John should éntertain an hour,
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest :
A scepter, snatch’d with an unruly hand,
Moust be as boisterously maintain’d as gain'd :
And he, that stands upon a slippery place,
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up :
That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall; -
So be it, for it cannot be but so.
Tew. But what shall I gain by young Arthur’s fall ?
Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife,
May then make all the claim, that Arthur did.
Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.
Pand. How green are you, and fresh in this old
world !
John lays you plots; the times conspire with you:
For he, that steeps his safety in true blood,
Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue.
This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts
Of all bis people, and freeze up their zeal ;
That none so small advantage shall step forth,
To check his reign, but they will cherish it :
No natural exhalation in the sky,
No scape of nature, no distemper’d day,
No common wind, no customed event,
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But they will pluck away his natural cause,
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs,
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven,
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur’s life,
But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach,
If that young Arthur be not gone aiready,
Even at that news he dies ; and tben the hearts
Of all his people shall revolt from him,
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ;
And pick strong matter of revolt, and wrath,
Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John.
Methinks, I see this hurly all on foot;
And, O, what better matter breeds for you,
Than I have nam’d !—The bastard Faulconbridge
Is now in England, ransacking the church,
Offending charity : If but a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a call
To train ten thousand English to their side;
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about,
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king: "Tis wonderful,
What may be wrought out of their discontent:
Now that their souls are topfull of offence,
For England go ; I will whet on the king.
Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions: Let us
803
If you say, ay, the king will not say, no. [Exeunt.”

VOL. VI, . K
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ACT 1V.
SCENE 1.—Northampton. A Room in the Castle.

Enter HuBeRT and two attendants.
Hub. Heat me these irons hot ; and, look thou stand
Within the arras : when I strike my foot
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth :
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me,
Fast to the chair: be heedful : hence, and watch.

1 Attend. 1 hope, your warrant will bear out the
deed.

Hub. Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you: look to’t.—

[ Exeunt Attendants.
Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.

Enter ArTHUR.

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow, little prince.

Arth. As little prince (having so great a utle
To be more prince,) as may be.—You are sad.

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier.

Arth. Mercy on me!
Methinks, no body should be sad but I :
Yet, I remember, when I was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night,
Only for wautonuess. By my christendom,
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So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,
I should be as merry as the day is long;
And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practises more harm to me :
He is afraid of me, and 1 of him
Is it my fault, that I was Geffrey’s son?
No, indeed, is’t not ; And | would to heaven,
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead :
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. [Aside.
Arth. Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day :
In sooth, I would you were a little sick;
That | might sit all night, and watch with you:
I warrant, I love you more than you do me.
Hub. His words do take possession of my bosom.—
Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper.] How
now, foolish rheum ! [A4side.
Turning dispiteous torture out of door!
I must be brief; lest resolution drop
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.——
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ?
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect:
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes -
Hub. Young boy, [ must.
Arth. And will you ?
Hub. And I will.
Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did
but ake,
I knit my handkerchief about your brows,
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,)
And I did never ask it you again:
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And with my hand at midnight held your head ;
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour,
Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time;
Saying, What lack you? and, Where lies your grief?
Or, What good love may I perform for you ?
Many a poor man’s son would have lain still,
And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you ;
Baut you at your sick service had a prince.
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love,
And call it, cunning: Do, an if you will:
If heaven be pleas’d that you must use me ill,
Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eyes?
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall,
So much as frown on you ?
Hub. 1 have sworn to do it;
And with hot irons must I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do lt'
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot,
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears,
And quench his fiery 1nd1gnatnon,

Even in the matter of mine innocence:

Nay, after that, consume away in rust,

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron ?
An if an angel should have come to me,

And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, -

I would not have believ’d no tongue, but Hubert’s.

Hub. Come forth. [Stamps.

Re-enter Attendants, with cords, irons, &c.
Do as I bid you do.
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Arth. O, save me, Hubert save me! my eyes are
out,
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I say; and bind him here.
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist’rous-rough ?
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.
For heaven’s sake, Hubert, let me not be bound !
Nay, hear me, Hubert! drive these men away,
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb;
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,
Nor look upon the iron angerly :
Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you,
‘Whatever torment you do put me to.
Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him.
1 Attend. 1 am best pleas’d, to be from such a deed.
[ Excuns Attendants.
Arth. Alas! I then have chid away my friend ;
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart :—
Let him come back, that his compassnon may
Give life to yours.
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself.
Arth. Is there no remedy ?
Hub. None, but to lose your eyes.
Arth. O heaven !—that there were but a mote in
yours,
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand’ring hair,
Any annoyance in that precious sense !
Then, feeling what small things are boist’rous there,
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.
Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold your tongue.
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes:
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Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert !
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue,
So I may keep mine eyes; O, spare mine eyes ;
Though to no use, but still to look on you !
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold,
And would not harm me.
Hub. I can heat it, boy.
Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief,
Being create for comfort, to be us'd
In undeserv’d extremes : See else yourself;
There is no malice in this burning coal ;
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out,
And strew’d repentant ashes on his head.
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy.
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blush,
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert :
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes;
Aud, like a dog, that is compell’d to fight,
Snatch at his master, that doth tarre him on.
All things, that you should use to do me wrong,
Deny their office: ouly you do lack
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends,
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses.
Hub. Well, see to live; I will not touch thine eyes
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes:
Yet am [ sworn, and I did purpose, boy,
With this same very iron to burn them out.
Arth. O, now you look like Hubert! all this while
You were disguised.
Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu;
Your uncle must not know but you are dead :
I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports.
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure,
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That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,
Will not offend thee.
Arth. O heaven !—I thank you, Hubert.
Hub. Silence; no more : Go closely in with me ;

Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Excunt.

SCENE II.—The same. 4 Room of State in the

Palace.

Enter King JouN, crowned; PEMBROXE, SALISBURY,
and other Lords. The King takes his State.

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again crown’d,
And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.
Pem. This once again, but that your highness pleas’d,
Was once superfluous : you were crown’d before,
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off ;
The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt;
Fresh expectation troubled not the land,
With any long’d-for change, or better state.
Sal. Therefore, to be possess’d with double pomp,
To guard a title that was rich before,
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,
To throw a perfume on the violet,
To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,
Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess.
Pem. But that yoar royal pleasure must be done,
This act is as an ancient tale new told ;
And, in the last repeating, troublesome,
Being urged at a time unseasonable.
Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face
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Of plain old form is much disfigured :
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail,
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about;
Startles and frights consideration ;
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,
For putting on so new a fashion’d robe.
Pem. When workmen strive to do better than well,
They do confound their skill in covetousness;
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault,
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ;
As patches, set upon a little breach,
Discredit more in hiding of the fault,
Than did tae fault before it was so patch’d.
Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown’d,

We breath’d our counsel : but it pleas’d your highness

To overbear it; and we are all well pleas’d ;
Since all and every part of what we would,
Doth make a stand at what your highness will.

K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation
I have possess’d you with, and think them strong ;
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,)
I shall indue you with: Mean time, but ask -
‘What you would have reform’d, that is not well ;
And well shall you perceive, how willingly
I will both hear and grant you your requests.

Pem. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these,
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,)
Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all,
Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies,) heartily request
The enfganchisement of Arthur; whose restraint
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent



SCENE II. XING JOHN. 161

To break into this dangerous argument,—
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold,
Why then your fears, (which, as they say, attend
The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise ?
That the time’s enemies may not have this
To grace occasions, let it be our suit,
That you have bid as ask his liberty ;
Which for our goods we do no further ask,
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending,
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty.

K. John. Let it be so; I do commit his youth

Enter HuBeRT.

To your direction.—Hubert, what news with you?
Pem. This is the man should do the bloody deed;
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine:
The image of a wicked heinous fault
Lives in his eye ; that close aspéct of his
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast;
And I do fearfully believe, ’tis done,
What we so fear’d he had a charge to do.
Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go,
Between his purpose and his conscience,
Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set :
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break.
Pem. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death.
K. John. We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand : —
Good lords, although my will to give is living, -
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The suit which you demand is gone and dead :
He tells us, Arthur is deceas’d to-night.
Sal. Indeed, we fear’d his sickness was past cure.
Pem. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was,
Before the child bimself felt he was sick :
This must be answer’d, either here, or hence.
K. Jokn. Why do you bend such solemn brows on
me?
Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ?
Have I commandment on the pulse of life ?
Sal. 1t is apparent foul-play ; and ’tis shame,
That greatness should so grossly offer it:
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell.
Pem. Stay yet, lord Salisbury; I’ll go with thee,
And find the inheritance of this poor child,
His little kingdom of a forced grave.
That blood, which ow’d the breath of all this isle,
Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while !
This must not be thus borne : this will break out
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. :
[Exeunt Lords.
K. Jokn. They burn in indignation ; I repent;
There is no sure foundation set on blood ;
No certain life achiev’d by others’ death.——

Enter a Messenger.

_ A fearful eye thou hast; Where is that blood,

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks?

So foul a sky clears not without a storm:

Pour down thy weather :—How goes all in France ?
Mess. From France to England.—Never such a power
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For any foreign preparation,

Was levied in the body of a land !

The copy of your speed is learn’d by them;
For, when you should be told they do prepare,
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd.

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk !
Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care?
That such an army could be drawn in France,

And she not hear of it? ‘

Mess. My liege, her ear
Is stopp’d with dust; the first of April, died
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord,

The lady Constance in a frenzy died
Three days before: but this from rumour’s tongue
I idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not.

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion !
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d
My discontented peers —What ! mother dead ?
How wildly then walks my estate in France !—
Under whose conduct came those powers of France,
That thou for truth giv’st out, are landed here ¢

Mess. Under the Dauphin.

Enter the Bastard and PeTER of PoMFRET.

K. Jokn. Thou hast made me giddy
With these ill tidings.—Now, what says the world
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff
My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst,
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.

K. Jokn. Bear with me, cousin; for I was amaz'd
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again
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Aloft the flood ; and can give audience
To any tongue, speak it of what it will.
Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen,
"The sums I have collected shall express.
But, as I travelled hither through the land,
I find the people strangely fantasied ;
Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams;
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear :
And here’s a prophet, that I brought with me
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heels ;
To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes,
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon,
Your highness should deliver up your crown.
K. Johkn. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou
so?
Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so.
K. John. Hubert, away with him; imprison him ;
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says,
I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang’d:
Deliver him to safety, and return,
For I must use thee.—O my gentle cousin, :
[ Exit HuBgRT, with PETER.
Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ?
Bast. The French, my lord ; men’s mouths are full
of it:
Besides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, *
(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,)
And others more, going to seek the grave
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill’d to-night
On your suggestion.
K. John. Gentle kinsman, go,
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And thrust thyself into their companies :
I have a way to win their loves again ;
Bring them before me.
Bast. I will seek them out.
K. Jokn. Nay, but make haste ; the better foot be-
fore.——
O, let me have no subject enemies,
‘When adverse-foreigners affright my towns
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion !—
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels;
And fly, like thought, from them to me again.
Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed.
[(Eaxit.
K. Jokn. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman.—
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ;
And be thou he.
Mess. With all my heart, my liege. (Exit.
K. John. My mother dead !

Re-enter HuBkrT.
Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen to-
night:

Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about
The other four, in wond’rous motion.

K. Jokn. Five moons ?

Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets
Do prophecy upon it dangerously :
Young Arthur’s death is common in their mouths:
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads,
And whisper one another in the ear;
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wrist;
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Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action,
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes.
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus,
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool,
With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news;
‘Who, with his shears and measure in his hand,
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste
Had falsely thrust upon contréry feet,)
Told of a many thousand warlike French,
That were embatteled and ranked in Kent:
Another lean unwash’d artificer
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death.

K. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me with these

fears?

Why urgest thou 8o oft young Arthur’s death ?
Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had mighty cause
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him.

Hub. Had none, my lord! why, did you not provoke

me?

K. Jokn. 1t is the curse of kings, to be attended
By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bloody house of life :

And, on the winking of authority,
To understand a law; to know the meaning
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns
More upon humour than advis’d respect.
Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did.
K. John. O, when the last account ’twixt heaven and
earth
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal
Witness againt us to damnation !
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds,
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Makes deeds ill done ! Hadest not thou been by,
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d,
,Quoted, and signed, to do a deed of shame,
This murder had not come into my mind:
But, taking note of thy abhorr’d aspéct,
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy,
" Apt, liable, to be employ’d in danger,
1 faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ;
And thou, to be endeared to a king,
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.
Hub. My lord,——
K. Johkn. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made &
pause,
When I spake darkly what I purposed ;
Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face,
As bid me tell my tale in express words ;
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off,
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me :
But thou didst understand me by my signs,
And didst in’signs again parley with sin ;
Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent,
And, consequently, thy rude hand to act
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name,—
Out of my sight, and never see me more !
My nobles leave me; and my state is brav’'d,
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers :
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land,
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,
Hostility and civil tumult reigns
Between my conscience, and my cousin’s death. .
Hub. Arm you against your other enemies,
I’ll make a peace between your soul and you.
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Young Arthur is alive: This hand of mine
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand,
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood.
Within this bosom never enter’d yet
The dreadful motion of a murd’rous thought,
And you have slander’d nature in my form 3
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly,
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.
K. Jokn. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee to the
peers,
Throw this report on their incensed rage,
And make them tame to their obedience !
Forgive the comment, that my passion made
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind. -
And foul imaginary eyes of blood
Presented thee more hideous than thou art.
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring
The angry lords, with all expedient haste :
I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [ Excunt.

SCENE III.—The same. Before the Castle.

Enter ARTRUR, on the Walls.

Arth. The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down :—
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not !— .
There’s few, or none, do know me; if they did,

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguis’d me qmte
I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs,

I’ll find & thousand shifts to get away :
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As good to die, and go, as die, and stay.
[ Leaps down.
O me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones :—
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones !
[ Dies.

Enter PeMBROKE, SALISBURY, and Bicor.

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at saint Edmund’s-Bury ;
It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.
Pem. Who brought that letter from the cardinal?
Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France ;
Whose private with me, of the Dauphin’s love,
Is much more general than these lines import.
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then.
Sal. Or, rather then set forward : for ’twill be
Two long day’s journey, lords, or e’er we meet.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper’d lords !
The king, by me, requests your presence straight.
Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of as ;
We will not line his thin bestained cloak
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot,
That leaves the print of blood where-e’er it walks;
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst.
Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, 1 think, were
best.’
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now.
Bast. But there is little reason in your grief;
Therefore, ’twere reason, you had manners now.
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170 KING JOHN, ACT 1V,

Pem. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.
Bast. ’Tis irue; to hurt his master, no man else.
Sal. This is the prison : What is he lies here ?
[Seeing ArTHUR.
Pem. O death, made proud with pure and pnncely
beauty !
The earth hath not a hole to hide this deed.
Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done,
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge.
Big. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a grave,
Found it too precious-princely for a grave.
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? Have you beheld,
Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ?
Or do you almost think, although you see,
That you do see? could thought, without this object,
Form such another? This is the very top,
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest,
Of murder’s arms: this is the bloodiest shame,
The wildest savag’ry, the vilest stroke,
That ever wall-ey’d wrath, or staring rage,
Presented to the tears of soft remorse.
Pem. All murders past do stand excus’d in this:
And this, so sole, and so unmatchable,
Shall give a holiness, a purity,
To the yet unbegotten sin of time;
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,
Exampled by this heinous spectacle.
Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work ;
The graceless action of a heavy hand,
If that it be the work of any hand.
Sal, If that it be the work of any hand }—
We had a kind of light, what would ensue :
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It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand;
The practise, and the purpose, of the king :—
From whose obedience I forbid my soul,
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life,
And breathing to his breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow ;
Never to taste the pleasures of the world,
Never to be infected with delight,
Nor conversant with ease and idleness,
Till I have set a glory to this hand,
By giving it the worship of revenge.

Pem. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy words.

Enter HuBERT.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you :
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you.
Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death :—
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone!
Hub. I am no villain.
Sal. Must I rob the law? [Drawing his sword.
Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again.
Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer’s skin.
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say;
By heaven, T think, my sword’s as sharp as yours:
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself,
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence;
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility.
Big. Out, dunghill! dar’st thou brave a nobleman ?
Hub. Not for my life : but yet [ dare defend
My innocent life against an emperor.
Sal. Thou art a murderer.

2
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Hub. Do not prove me s0;
Yet, I am none: Whose tongue soe’er speaks false,
Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.
Pem. Cut him to pieces.
Bast. Keep the peace, I say.
Sal. Stand by, or [ shall gall you, Faulconbridge.
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury:
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot,
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame,
Il strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime;
Or I'll s0 maul you and your toasting-iron,
That you shall think the devil is come from hell.
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge?
Second a villain, and a murdeter ?
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.
Big. Who kill’d this prince ?
Hub. "Tis not an hour since I left him well :
I honour’d him, I lov’d him; and will weep
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss.
Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes,
For villainy is not without such rheum ;
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem
Like rivers of remorse and innocency.
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house ;
For I am stifled with this smell of sin.
Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there !
Pem. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out.
[Exeunt Lords.
Bast, Here’s a good world !'—Knew you of this fair
work ?
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach

3
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Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,
Art thou damn’d, Hubert.

Hub. Do but hear me, sir.

Bast. Ha! I'll tell thee what ;
Thou art damn’d as black—nay, nothing is so black;
Thou art more deep damn’d than prince Lucifer:
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell .
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.

Hub. Upon my soul,—

Bast. If thou didst but consent
To this most cruel act, do but despair,
And, if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread,
That ever spider twisted from her womb,
W ill serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be
A beam to hang thee on ; or, would’st thou drown thy-

self,

Pat but a little water in a spoon,
And it shall be as all the ocean,
Enough to stifle such a villain up.
I do suspect thee very grievously.

Hub. If | in act, consent, or sin of thought,
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath,
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,
Let hell want pains enough to torture me!
I left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.—
I am amaz’d, methinks ; and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.—
How easy dost thou take all England up!
From forth this morsel of dead royalty,
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left
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To tug and scramble, and to part by the teeth
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state.
Now, for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty,
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest,
And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace :

.Now powers from home, and discontents at home,
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,)
The imminent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child,
And follow me with speed ; I'll to the king:
A thousand businesses are brief in hand,
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land.

[Exeunt.
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ACT V.

SCENE 1.— The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King JonN, PANDULPH with the Crown, and at-
tendants.
K. Jokn. Thus have I yielded up into your hand
The circle of my glory.
Pand. Take again [Giving JonN the Crown.
From this my hand, as holding of the pope,
Your sovereign greatness and authority.
K. Jokn. Now keep your holy word: go meet the
French;
And from his holiness use all your power
To stop their marches, *fore we are inflam’d.
Our discontented counties do revolt ;
Our people quarrel with obedience ;
Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul,
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.
This inundation of mistemper’d humour
Rests by you only to be qualified.
Then pause not; for the present time’s so sjck,
That present medicine must be minister'd,
Or overthrow incurable ensues.
Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempest up,
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope: )
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Bat, since you are a gentle convertite,
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war,
And make fair weather in your blustering land.
On this Ascension-day, remember well,
Upon your oath of service to the pope,
Go I to make the French lay down their arms.
[Exit,
K. John. Ts this Ascension-day ? Did not the prophet
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon,
My crown I should give off? Even so I have:
I did suppose, it should be on constraint;
But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard.
Bast. All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds

out,
But Dover castle: London hath receiv’d,
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers:
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer service to your enemy ;
And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.
K. Jokn. Would not my lords return to me again,
After they heard young Arthur was alive?
Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the streets;
An empty casket, where the jewel of life
By some damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away.
K. Jokn, That villain Hubert told me, he did live.
Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew.
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad ?
Be great in act, as you have been in thought;
Let got the world see fear, and sad distrust,
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Govern the motion of a kingly eye:

Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire;
Threaten the threat’ner, and outface the brow
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes,
That borrow their behaviours from the great,
Grow great by your example, and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away s and glister like the god of war,
When he intendeth to become the field :
Show boldness, and aspiring confidence.
‘What, shall they seek the lion in his den,
And fright him there? and make him tremble there?
O, let it not be said !—Forage, and run

To meet displeasure further from the doors;

And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh. ~
K. Jokn. The legate of the pope hath been with me,
And I have made a happy peace with himn; :

And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers,
Led by the Dauphin.
Bast. O inglorious league !
Shall we, upon the footing of our land,
Send fair-play orders, and make compromise,
Insinuation, parley, and base truce,
To arms invasive ? shall a beardless boy,
A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields,
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil,
Mocking the air with colours idly spread,
And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms:
Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace;
Or if he do, let it at least be said,
They saw we had a purpose of defence.
K. Jokn. Have thou the ordering of this present time.
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Bast. Away then, with good courage; yet, I know,
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt.

SCENE I1.—4 Plain, ncar St Edmund’s- Bury.

Enter, in arms, LEwis, SaLisBurY, MELUN, PeM-
BROKE, BicoT, and Soldiers.

Lew. My lord Melun, let this be copied out,
And keep it safe for our remembrance :
Return the precedent to these lords again;
That, having our fair order written down,
Both they, and we, perusing o’er these notes,
May know wherefore we took the sacrament,
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal, and unurg’d faith,

To your proeeedings; yet, believe me, prince,
T am not glad that such a sore of time

Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt,
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound,
By making many: O, it grieves my soul,
That I must draw this metal from my side,
To be a widow-maker ; O, and there,

‘Where honourable rescue, and defence,

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury :

But such is the infection of the time,

That, for the health and physick of our right,
We cannot deal but with the very hand

Of stern injustice and confused wrong.—
And is’t not pity, O my grieved friends!
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That we, the sons and children of this isle,

Were born to see so sad an hour as this;
Wherein we step after a stranger march

Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up

Her enemies’ ranks, (I must withdraw and weep
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,)

To grace the gentry of a land remote,

And follow unacquainted colours here ?

What, here ?—O nation, that thou could’st remove !
That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about,
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself,
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore;

Where these two Christian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league,

And not to spend it so unneighbourly!

Lew. A noble temper dost thou show in this;
And great affections, wrestling in thy bosom,
Do make an earthquake of nobility.

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought,
Between compulsion and a brave respect!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew,

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks:
My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears,

Being an ordinary inundation;

But this effusion of such manly drops,

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul,
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d
Than bad I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur'd quite o’er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm :
Commend these waters to those baby eyes,
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That never saw the giant world enrag’d ;

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts,

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

Come, come; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity,

As Lewis himself :—so, nobles, shall you all,

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

Enter PANDULPH, attended.

And even there, methinks, an angel spake :
Look, where the holy legate comes apace,
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven;
And on our actions set the name of right,
With holy breath.

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France!
The next is this,—king John hath reconcil’d
Himself to Rome; his spirit is come in,
That so stood out against the holy church,
The great metropolis and see of Rome:
Therefore thy threat’ning colours now wind up,
And tame the savage spirit of wild war;
That, like & lion foster’d up at hand,
It may lie gently at the foot of peace,
And be no further harmful than in show.

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back;
I am too high-born to be propertied,
To be a secondary at control,
Or useful serving-man, and instrument,
To any sovereign state throughout the world.
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself,
And brought in matter that should feed this fire;
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And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out
With that same weak wind, which enkindled it.
You taught me how to know the face of right,
Acquainted me with interest to this land,
Yea, thrust this enterprize into my heart ;
And come you now to tell me, John bath made
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me?
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine;
And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back,
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ?
Am [ Rome’s slave? What penny hath Rome:borne,
What men provided, what munition sent,
To underprop this action? is’t not I,
That undergo this charge ? who else but I,
And such as to my claim are liable,
Sweat in this business, and maintain this war?
Have I not heard these islanders shout out,
Vive le roy ! as | have bank’d their towns?
Have I not here the best cards for the game,
To win this easy match, play’d for a crown?
And shall [ now give o’er the yielded set?
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. -
Pand. You look but on the outside of this work.
Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return,
Till my attempt so much be glorified,
As to my ample hope was promised
Before [ drew this gallant head of war,
And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world,
To outlook conquest, and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.— :
[Trumpet sounds.
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us?
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Enter the Bastard, attended.

Bast. According to the fair play of the world,
Let me have audience; [ am sent to speak :——
My holy lord of Milan, from the king
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ;
And, as you answer, I do know the scope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite,
And will not temporize with my entreaties;

He flatly says, he’ll not lay down his arms.

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d,
The youth says well :—Now hear our English king;
For thus his royalty doth speak in me.

He is prepar'd; and reason too, he should :

This apish and unmannerly approach,

This harness’d masque, and unadvised revel,

This unhair’d sauciness, and boyish troops,

The king doth smile at; and is well prepar’d

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms,
From out the circle of his territories.

That hand, which had the strength, even at your door,
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ;

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ;

To crouch in litter of your stable planks;

To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and trunks;
To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out

In vaults and prisons; and to thrill, and shake,
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow,
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ;—
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here,

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ?
No: Know, the gallant monarch is in arms;
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And like an eagle o’er his aiery towers,

To souse annoyance, that comes near his nest.—
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb

Of your dear mother England, blush for shame :
For your own ladies, and pale-visag’d maids,
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums;
Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change,
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination.

Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace;
We grant, thou canst outscold us: fare thee well ;
We hold our time too precious to be spent
With such a brabbler.

Pand. Give me leave to speak.

Bast. No, 1 will speak.

Lew. We will attend to neither :—

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war
Plead for our interest, and our being here.

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out;
And so shall you, being beaten: Do but start
An echo with the clamour of thy drum,

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d,

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine;

Sound but another, and another shall,

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear,

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder; for at hand
(Not trusting to this halting legate here,

Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need,)
Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits

A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day

To feast upon whole thousands of the French.
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Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out.
Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt:
[Excunt.

SCENE II1.—The same. A Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter King Joun and HuBgrT.
K. John. How goes the day with us? O, tell me,
Hubert.
Hub. Badly, I fear: How fares your majesty ?
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long,
Lies heavy on me; O, my heart is sick !

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulconbridge,
Desires your majesty to leave the field ;
And send him word by me, which way you go.

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey

g there.

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great supply,
That was expected by the Dauphin here,
Are wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin sands.
This news was brought to Richard but even now:
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves.

K. John.. Ah me! this tyrant fever burns me up,
And will not let me welcome this good news.——
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight;
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [Excunt.
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SCENE IV.—The same. Another part of the same.

Enter SAL1sBURY, PEMBROKE, BicoT, and others.

Sal. 1 did not think the king so stor’d with friends.
Pem. Up once again; put spirit in the French;
If they miscarry, we miscarry too.
Sal. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge,
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.
Pem. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left the
field.

Enter MELUN wounded, and led by Soldiers.
Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.
Sal. When we were bappy, we had other names.
Pem. It is the count Melun.
Sal. Wounded to death.
Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold ;
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion,
And welcome home again discarded faith.
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet;
For, if the French be lords of this loud day,
He means to recompense the pains you take,
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he sworn,
And [ with him, and many more with me,
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund’s-Bury ;
Even on that altar, where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting love.
Sal. May this be possible? may this be true?
Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view,
Retaining but a quantity of life, N
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax
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Resolveth from his figure "gainst the fire ?
‘What in the world should make me now deceive,
Since I must lose the use of all deceit?
‘Why should I then be false; since it is true
That I must die here, and live hence by truth?
1 say again, if Lewis do win the day,
He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east:
But even this night,—whose black contagious breath
Already smokes about the burning crest
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,—
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire;
Paying the fine of rated treachery,
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives,
If Lewis by your assistance win the day.
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king;
The love of him,—and this respect besides,
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,—
Awakes my conscience to confess all this.
In lieu whereof, [ pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of the field ;
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts
In peace, and part this body and my soul
With contemplation and devout desires.

Sal. We do believe thee,—And beshrew my soul
But [ do love the favour and the form
Of this most fair occasion, by the which
We will untread the steps of damned flight ;
. And, like a bated and retired flood,
Leaving our rankness and irregular course,
Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d,
And calmly run on in obedience,
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Even to our ocean, to our great king John.——
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence;
For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right in thine eye.—Away, my friends! New flight ;
And happy newness, that intends old right.
[Exeunt, leading off MELUN.

SCENE V.—The same. The French Camp.

Enter Lewis and his Trasn.

Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath to
set;
But stay’d, and made the western welkin blush,
‘When the English measur’d backward their own ground,
In faint retire: O, bravely came we off,
When with a volley of our needless shot, .
After such bloody toil, we bid good night;
And wound our tatter’d colours clearly up,
Last in the field, and almost lords of it !

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphm?

Lew. Here:—What news?

Mess. The count Melun is slain; the English lords,
By his persuasion, are again fallen off:
And your supply, which you have wish’d so long,
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands.

Lew. Ab, foul shrewd news!—Beshrew thy very
heart!

I did not think to be so sad to-night,
As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said,
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King John did fly, an hour or two before
The stumbling night did part our weary powers?
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.
Lew. Well; keep good quarter, and good care to-
night;
The day shall not be up so soon as I,
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Excunt.

SCENE VI.—A4n open Place in the Neighbourkood of
Swinstead-Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and HuBERT, meeting.

Hub. Who’s there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or I

shoot.

Bast. A friend :—What art thou?

Hub. Of the part of England.

.Bast. Whither dost thou go?

Hub. What’s that to thee ? Why may not I demand.
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?

Bast. Hubert, I think.

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought :

I will upon all hazards, well believe
Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so well :
Who art thou?
Bast. Who thou wilt : an if thou please,
Thou may’st befriend me so much, as to think
I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless night,
Have done me shame :—Brave soldier, pardon me,
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue,

Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.
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Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news
abroad ?
Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow of night,
To find you out.
Bast. Brief, then: and what’s the news?
Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night,
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.
Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news ;
I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it.
Hub. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk :
I left him almost speechless, and broke out .
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might
The better arm you to the sudden time,
Than if you had at leisure known of this.
Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste to him ?
Hub. A monk, 1 tell you: a resolved villain,
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover.
Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ?
Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all come
back,
And brought prince Henry in their company ;
At whose request the king hath pardon’d them,
And they are all about his majesty.
Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven,
And tempt us not to bear above our power !'——
I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night,
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide,
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ;
Myself, well-mounted, bardly have escap’d.
Away, before! conduct me to the king;
I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exeunt.
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SCENE VIL.—The Orchard of Swinstead- Abbey.

Enter Prince Henry, SaLisBURY, and BicorT.
P. Hen. It is too late; the life of all his blood
Is touch’d corruptibly; and his pure brain
(Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling-house,)
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes,
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter PRMBROKE.
Pem. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief,
That, being brought into the open air,
It would allay the burning quality
Of that fell poison, which assaileth him.
P. Hen. Let him be broughtinto the orchard here.—
Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bicor.
Pem. He is more patient '
Than when you left him; even now he sung.
P. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce extremes,
In their continuance, will not feel themselves.
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts,
Leaves them insensible ; and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies ;
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold,
Confound themselves. "Tis strange, that death should
sing.——
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan,
Who chaats a doleful hymn to his own death ;
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings
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His soul and body to their lasting rest.
Sal. Be of good comfort, prince; for you are born

To set a form upon that indigest,
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

Re-enter Bicot and Attendants, who bring in King
JouN in a Chair.
K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room;
It would not out at windows, nor at doors.
There is so hot a summer in my bosom,
That all my bowels crumble up to dust:
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment, and against this fire
Do 1 shrink up. )
P. Hen. How fares your majesty ?
K. John. Poison’d,—ill-fare —dead forsook, cast
off :
And none of you will bid the winter come,
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ;
Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the north
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips,
And comfort me with cold :—I do not ask you much,
1 beg cold comfort; and you are so strait,
And so ingrateful, you deny me that.
P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my tears,
That might relieve you!
K. John.. The salt in them is hot.—
Within me is a hell ; and there the poison
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize
On unreprievable condemned blood.

3
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Enter the Bastard.

* Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion,
And spleen of speed to see your majesty.

K. Jokn. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye;
The tackle of my heart is crack’d and burn’d ;

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail,
Are turned to one thread, one little hair :

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by,
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ;

And then all this, thou see’st, is but a clod .

And module of confounded royalty.

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ;
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him :
For, in a night, the best part of my power,

As I upon advantage did remove,
Were in the washes, all unwgrily, _
Devoured by the unexpected flood.  [The King dies.
Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an
ear.—
My liege! my lord !—But now a king,—now thus.

P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so stop.
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay,
When this was now a king, and now is clay !

Bast. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind,
To do the office for thee of revenge;

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven,

As it on earth hath been thy servant still.
Now, now, you stars, that move in your right spheres,
Where be your powers ? Show now your mended faiths;
And instantly return with me again,

To push destruction, and perpetual shame,
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Out of the weak door of our fainting land :
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought ;
The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It seems you know not then so much as we:
The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,
Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin;
And brings from him such offers of our peace,
As we with honour and respect may take,
With purpase presently to leave this war,

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ;
For many carriages he hath despatch’d
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel
To the disposing of the cardinal :
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords,
If you think meet, this afternoon will post
To consummate this business happily.

Bast. Let it be so :—And you, my noble prince,
With other princes that may best be spar’d,
Shall wait upon your father’s funeral.

P, Hen. At Worcester must his body be interr'd ;
For so he will’d it.

Bast. Thither shall it then.
And happily may your sweet self put on
The linea] state and glory of the land !
To whom, with all submission, on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful services
And true subjection everlastingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make,
To rest without a spot for evermore.



194 KING JONN. ACT V.

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give you
thanks,
And knows not how to do it, but with tears.
Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe,
- Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.—
This England never did, (nor never shall,)
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,
But when it first did help to wound itself.
Now these her princes are come home again,
Come the three corners of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them : Nought shall make us rue,
If England to itself do rest but true. [Excunt.
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KING RICHARD II.

ACT 1.
SCENE I.—London. . A Room sn the Palace.

Enter King RicRARD, attended; JouN of GAUNT, and
other Nobles, with hime

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d Lancas-
ter, )
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,
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Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son ;
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal,
Which then our leisure would not let us hear,
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ?
Gaunt. I have, my liege.
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, hast thou sounded him,
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ;
Or worthily as a good subject should,
On some known ground of treachery in him?
Gaunt. As near as [ could sift him on that argument,—
On some apparent danger seen in him,
Aim’d at your highness, no inveterate malice.
K. Rich. Then call them to our presence; face to
face,
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak :—
[Exeunt some attendants.
High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire,
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter attendants, with BoLINGBROKE and NoRFOLK.

Bolmg May many years of happy days befal
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege !
Nor. Each day still better other’s happiness;
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap,
Add an immortal title to your crown!
K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but flatters us,
As well appeareth by the cause you come;
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.—
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ?
Boling. First, (heaven be the record to my speech!)
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In the devotion of a subject’s love,

Tendering the precious safety of my prince,

And free from other misbegotten hate,

Come I appellant to this princely presence.—

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee,

And mark my greeting well; for what I speak,

My body shall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.

Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant;

Too good to be so0, and too bad to live;

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky,

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat;

And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move,

What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword may
prove. _

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal :

*Tis not the trial of a woman’s war,

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain:

The blood is hot, that must be cool’d for this,

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast,

As to be hush’d, and nought at all to say:

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me

From giving reins and spurs to my free speech;

Which else would post, until it had return’d

These terms of treason doubled down his throat.

Setting aside his high blood’s royalty,

And let him be no kinsman to my liege,

I do defy him, and [ spit at him;

Call him—a slanderous coward, and a villain:



202 KING RICHARD II. ACT 1.

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds;
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps,
Or any other ground inhabitable,
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot.
Mean time, let this defend my loyalty,—
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie.

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my

e,

Disclaiming here the kindred of a king;
And lay aside my high blood’s royalty,
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except :
If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength,
As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop ;
By that, and all the rites of knighthood else,
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm,

What I have spoke, or thou canst worst devise.
Nor. I take it up; and, by that sword | swear,
Which gently lay’d my knighthood on my shoulder,

I'll answer thee in any fair degree,
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial :
And, when I mount, alive may I not light,
If I be traitor, or unjustly fight!
K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray’s
charge?
It must be great, that can inherit us
So much as of a thought of ill in him.
- Boling. Look, what I speak my life shull prove it
true ;—
That Mowbray bath receiv’d eight thousand nobles,
In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers;
The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments,
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Like a false traitor, and injurious villain.
Besides I say, and will in battle prove,—
Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge,
That ever was survey’d by English eye,—
That all the treasons, for these eighteen years
Complotted and contrived in this land,
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring.
Further I say,—and further will maintain
Upon his bad life, to make all this good,—
That he did plot the duke of Gloster’s death ;
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries;
And, consequently, like a traitor coward,
Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams of blood :
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries,
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth,
To me for justice and rough chastisement ;
And, by the glorious worth of my descent,
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent.
K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars !~ -
Thomas of Nortolk, what say’st thou to this?
Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face,
And bid his ears a little while be deaf,
Till I have told this slander of his blood,
How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar.
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and ears:
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir,
(As he is but my father’s brother’s son,)
Now by my sceptre’s awe I make a vow,
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul.
He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou;
Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow.



204 KING RICHARD II. ACT 1.

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart,
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest!
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais,
Disburs’d I duly to his highness’ soldiers :

The other part reserv’d I by consent ;

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt,
Upon remainder of a dear account,

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen:
Now swallow down that lie.——For Gloster’s death,—
I slew him not ; but to my own disgrace,
Neglected my sworn duty in that case.—

For you, my noble lord of Lancaster,

The honourable father to my foe,

Once did I lay an ambush for your life,

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul :
But ere I last receiv’d the sacrament,

I did confess it ; and exactly begg’d

Your grace’s pardon, and, | hope, I had it.
This is my fault: As for the rest appeal’d,

It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor :
Which in myself I boldly will defend ;

And interchangeably hurl down my gage
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot,

To prove myself a loyal gentleman,

Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom :
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray

Your highness to assign our trial day.

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d by me;
Let’s purge this choler without letting blood :

This we prescribe though no physician ;

Deep malice makes too deep incision :

h]
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Porget, forgive; conclude, and be agreed;
Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed.—
Good uncle, let this end where it begun ;
We’'ll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son.

Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my age:—
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk’s gage.

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his.

Gaunt. When, Harry ? when ?

Obedience bids, I should not bid again.

K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there is no

' boot.

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot:
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame :
The one my duty owes; but my fair name,

(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,)

To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not have.

I am disgrac'd, impeach’d, and baflled here;
Pierc’d to the soul with slander’s venom’d spear ;
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood,
Which breath’d this poison.

K. Rich. Rage must be withstood :

Give me his gage :—Lions make leopards tame.

Nor. Yea, but not change their spots: take but my

shame,
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord,
The.purest treasure mortal times afford,
Is—spotless reputation ; that away,
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay.
A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest
Is—a bold spirit in a loyal breast.
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one;

VYOL. VI. . N
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Take houour from me, and my life is done:
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try;
In that I live, and for that will I die.
K. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage; do you
begin.
Boling. O, God defend my soul from such foul sin !
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight ?
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height
Before this outdar'd dastard? Ere my tongue
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong,
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear
The slavish motive of recanting fear ;
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace,
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s face.
[Exit GAUNT.
K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but to command:
‘Which since we cannot do to make you friends,
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it,
At Coveantry, upon Saint Lambert’s day ;
There shall your swords and Jances arbitrate
The swelling difference of your settled hate ;
Since we cannot atone you, we shall see
Justice design the victor's chivalry.—
Marshal, command our officers at arms
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—The same. A4 Room in the Duke of Lan-
caster’s Palace.

Enter GAUNT, and Duchess qf GLosﬁn.

Gaunt. Alas! the part I had in Gloster’s blood
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims,
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To stir against the butchers of his life.

. But since correction lieth in those hands,

Which made the fault that we cannot correct,

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ;

‘Who, when he sees the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads.
Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur ?

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ?

Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one,

Were as seven phials of his sacred blood,

Or seven fair branches springing from one root:

Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course,

Some of those branches by the destinies cut :

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster,—

One phial full of Edward’s sacred blood,

One flourishing branch of his most royal root,—

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt ;

Is hack’d down, and his summer leaves all faded,

By envy’s hand, and murder’s bloody axe.

Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb,

That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion’d thee,

Made him a man; and though thou liv’st, and breath’st,

Yet art thou slain in him: thou dost conseat,

In some large measure, to thy father’s death,

In that thou seest thy wretched: brother die,

Who was the model of thy father’s life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is despair:

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter’d,

Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life,

Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee:

That which in mean men we entitle—patience,

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own hfe,
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The best way is—to ’venge my Gloster’s death.
Gaunt. Heaven’s is the quarrel; for heaven’s sub-
stitute,
His deputy anointed in his sight,
Hath caus’d his death: the which if wrongfully,
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift
An angry arm against his minister.
Duch. Where then, alas! may I complain myself?
Gaunt. To heaven, the widow’s champion and de-
fence.
Duch. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt.
Thou go’st to Coventry, there to behold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight :
O sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s spear,
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast !
Or, if misfortune miss the first career,
Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom,
That they may break his foaming courser’s back,
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford !
Farewell, old Gaunt; thy sometimes brother’s wife,
With her companion grief must end her life.
Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry:
As much good stay with thee, as go with me !
Duch. Yet one word more ;—Grief boundeth where
it falls, ,
Not with the empty hollowness, but weight :
I take my leave before I have begun ;
For sorrow ends not, when it seemeth done.
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York,
Lo, this is all :—Nay, yet depart not so;
Though this be all, do not so quickly go;
I shall remember more. Bid him—O, what :(—
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With all good speed at Plashy visit me.

Alack, and what shall good old York there see,

But empty lodgings and unfurnish’d walls,
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ?

And what cheer there for welcome, but my groans?
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there,

To seek out sorrow, that dwells every where :
Desolate, desolate, will 1 hence, and die ;

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [ Excunt.

SCENE 111.—Gosford Green, near Coventry.

Lists sct out, and a Throne. Heralds, §c. attending.

Enter the Lord Marshal, and AumerLE.

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d?
Aum. Yea, at all points : and longs to enter in.
Mar. The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold,
Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trumpet.
Aum. Why then, the champions are prepar'd, and
stay
For nothing but his majesty’s approach.

Flourish of Trumpets. Enter King RicHARD, who takes
his seat on his Throne ; GAUNT, and several Noblemen,
who take their Places. A Trumpet is sounded, and
answered by another Trumpet within. Then enter Nor-
FOLK in armour, preceded by a Herald,

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion

The cause of his arrival here in arms:

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed

2
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To swear him in the justice of his cause.

Mar. In God’s name, and the king’s, say who thou

, art,

And why thou com’st, thus knightly clad in arms :
Against what man thou com’st, and what thy quarrel:
Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath ;
And so defend thee heaven, and thy valour !

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of Nor-

folk;
Who hither come engaged by my oath,
(Which, heaven defend, a knight should violate !)
Both to defend my loyalty and truth,
To God, my king, and my succeeding issue,
Against the duke of Hereford, that appeals me :
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm,
To prove him, in defending of myself,
A traitor to my God, my king, and me:
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven !
[He takes his seat.

Trumpet sounds. Enter BOLINGBROKE, in armour ;
preceded by a Herald.
K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder kunight in arms,
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither
Thus plated in habiliments of war ;
And formally, according to our law,
Depose him in the justice of his cause.
Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore com’st thou
hither,
Before king Richard, in his royal lists?
Against whom comest thou? and what’s thy quarrel ?
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven !
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Bolking. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Am I; who ready here do stand in arms,
To prove, by heaven’s grace, and my body’s valour,
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk,
That he’s a traitor, foul and dangerous,
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me;
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven!
Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold,
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists! ',
- Except the marshal, and such officers
Appointed to direct these fair designs.
Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign’s
hand,
And bow my knee before his majesty :
For Mowbray, and myself, are like two men,
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ;
Then let us take a ceremonious leave,
And loving farewell, of our several friends. -
Mur. The appellant in all duty greets your highness,
And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave.
K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him in our arms.
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right,
So be thy fortune in this royal fight!
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed,
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.
Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear
For me, if I be gor’d with Mowbray’s spear;
As confident, as is the falcon’s flight
Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.
My loving lord, [To Lord Marshal.] 1 take my leave
of you;—
Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle :—
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Not sick, although I have to do with death;
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.——
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet:
Q thou, the earthly author of my blood,—
[To GaunT.
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate,
Doth with a two-fold vigour hft me up
To reach at victory above my head,—
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers;
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point,
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat,
And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt,
Even in the lusty *haviour of his son.
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make thee pros-
perous !
Be swift like lightning in the execution ;
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled,
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque
Of thy advérse pernicious enemy :
Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live.
Boling. Mine innocency, and Saint George to thrive!
[He takes his seat.
Nor. [Rising.] However heaven, or fortune, cast my
lot,
There lives, or dies, true to king Richard’s throne,
A loyal, just, and upright gentieman:
Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontroul’d enfranchisement,
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.—
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Most mighty liege,—~and my companion peers,—
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years:
As gentle, and as jocund, as to jest,

Go I to fight; Truth hath a quiet breast.

K. Rich. Farewell, my lord ; securely I espy
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.
Order the trial, marshal, and begin.

[The King and the Lords return to their seats.

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Receive thy lance, and God defend the right !

Boling. [Rising.] Strong as a tower in hope, I cry—

amen.

Mar. Go bear this lance [To an Officer.] to Thomas,

duke of Norfolk.

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself,

On pain to be found false and recreant,
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
A traiter to his God, his king, and him,
And dares him to set forward to the fight.
2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of
Norfolk,
On pain to be found false and recreant,
Both to defend himself, and to approve
Heury of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign, and to him, disloyal ;
Courageously, and with a free desire,
Attending but the signal to begin.
Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, combatants.
[4 charge sounded.
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.
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K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their
spears,
And both return back to their cbairs again :——
Withdraw with us :—and let the trumpets sound,
While we return these dukes what we decree.—
[ 4 long flourish.
Draw near, [To the Compatants.
And list what with our council we have done.
For that our kingdom’s earth should not be soil’d
With that dear blood, which it hath fostered ;
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspéct
Of civil wounds, plough’d up with neighbours’ swords ;
And for we think the eagle-winged pride ~
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts,
With rival-hating envy, set you on
To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep :
Which so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d drums,
‘With harsh resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray,
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace,
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood ;—
Therefore we banish you our territories ;——
You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death,
Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields,
Shall not regreet our fair dominions,
But tread the stranger paths of banishment.
Boling. Your will be done: This must my comfort
be,
That sun, that warms you here, shall shine on me ;
And those his golden beams, to you here lent,
Shall point on me, and gild my banishment,
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K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom,.
Which T with some unwillingness pronounce :
The fly-slow hours shall not determinate
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ;—

The hopeless word of—never to return
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege,
And all unlook’d for from your highness’ mouth :
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the common air,

Have I deserved at your highness’ hand.

The language I have learn’d these forty years,
My native English now I must forego:

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more,
Than an unstringed viol or a harp;

Or like a cunning instrument cas’d up,

Or, being open, put into his hards,

That knows no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue,
Doubly portcullis’d, with my teeth, and lips;
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance

Is made my gaoler to attend on me.

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse,

Too far in years to be a pupil now;

What is thy sentence then, but speechless death,
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath?
K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ;

After our sentence, plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus 1 turn me from my country’s light,
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. [ Retiring.

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath with thee.
Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands;
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Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven,
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,)
To keep the oath that we administer :—
You never shall (so help you truth and heaven!)
Embrace each other’s love in banishment ;
Nor never look upon each other’s face ;
Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate ;
Nor never by advised purpose meet,
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill,
’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land.
Boling. I swear.
Nor. And I, to keep all this.
Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy —
By this time, had the king permitted us,
One of our souls had wander’d in the air,
Banish'd this frail sepfilchre of our flesh,
As now our flesh is banish’d from this land :
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm ;
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along
The clogging burden of a guilty soul.
Nor. No, Bolingbroke : if ever 1 were traitor,
My name be blotted from the book of life,
And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence !

* But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know ;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.—
Farewell, my liege :—Now no way can I stray;
Save back to England, all the world’s my way. [Exit.

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes
I see thy grieved heart; thy sad aspéct
Hath from the number of his banished years
Pluck’d four away ;—Six frozen winters spent,

| S——
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Return [To BoLing.] with welcome home frum banish-
ment.
Boling. How long a time lies in one little word !
Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs,
End in a word ; Such is the breath of kings.
Gaunt. 1 thank my liege, that, in regard of me, -
He shortens four years of my son’s exile :
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ;
For, ere the six years, that he hath to spend,
Can change their moons, and bring their times about,
My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light,
Shall be extinct with age, and endless night ;
My inch of taper will be burnt and done,
And blindfold death not let me see my son.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. -
Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou canst give :
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow,
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow:
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age,
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage :
The word is current with him for my death;
But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.
K. Rich. Thy son is banish’d upon good advice,
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave;
Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lower?
Gaunt. Things, sweet to taste, prove in digestion
sour.
You urg’d me as a judge; but I had rather,
You would have bid me argue like a father :—
O, had it been a stranger, not my child,
To smooth his fault I should have been more mild :
A partial slander sought I to avoid,
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And in the sentence my awn life destroy’d.
Alas, I look’d, when some of you should say,
I was too strict, to make mine own away ;
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue,
Against my will, to do myself this wrong.
K. Rick. Cousin, farewell :—and, uncle, bid him so;
Six years we banish him, and he shall go.
[Flourish. Exeunt K. RicHaRD and train.
Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not
know,
From where you do remain, let paper show.
Mar. My lord, no leave take [; for I will ride,
As far as land will let me, by your side.
Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy
words,
That thou return’st no greeting to thy friends?
Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you,
When the tongue’s office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.
Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time.
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly gone.
Boling. To men in joy; but grief makes one hour
ten.
Gaunt. Call it a travel, that thou tak’st for pleasure.
Boling. My heart will sigh, when I miscall it so,
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.
Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set
The precious jewel of thy home-return.
Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make
‘Will but remember me, what a deal of world
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I wander from the jewels that I love.
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages; and in the end,
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else,
But that I was a journeyman to grief?

Gaunt. All places, that the eye of heaven visits,
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens.
Teach thy necessity to reason thus;

There is no virtue like necessity.

Think not, the king did banish thee;

But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier sit,
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.

Go, say—TI sent thee forth to purchase honour,

And not—the king exil’d thee: or suppose,
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air,

And thou art flying to a fresher clime.

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou com’st ;
. Suppose the singing birds, musicians ; .

The grass whereon thou tread’st, the presence strew’d ;-
The flowers, fair ladies; and thy steps, no more
Than a delightful measure, or a dance:

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it, and sets it light.

Boling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand,

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,

By bare imagination of a feast ?

Or wallow naked in December snow,

By thinking on fantastick summer’s heat ?
O, no! the apprehension of the good
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse :
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Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more,
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I'll bring thee on thy

way : :

Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not stay.

Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell ; sweet soil,

: _adieu ;
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet !
‘Where-e’er I wander, boast of this I can,
Though banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman.
[Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—The same. 4 Room in the King’s Castle.

_Enter King Ricuarp, Bacort, and GRREN ; AUMERLE
JSollowing.
K. Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ?
Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so,
But to the next highway, and there I left him.
K. Rich. And say, what store of parting tears were
shed?
Aum. ’Faith, none by me: except the north-east
wind,
Which then blew bitterly against our faces,
Awak’d the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance,
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.
K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted
with him ?
Aum. Farewell : ' .
And, for my heart disdained that my tongu
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Should so profane the word, that taught me craft

To counterfeit oppression of such grief,

That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave.
Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen’d hours,
And added years to his short banishment,

He should have had a volume of farewells;

But, since it would not, he had none of me.

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis doubt,
‘When time shall call him home from banishment,
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green,
Observ’d his courtship to the common people :
How he did seem to dive into-their hearts,

With humble and familiar courtesy ;
What reverence he did throw away on slaves;
Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of smiles,
And patient underbearing of his fortune,
As ’twere to banish their effects with him.
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ;
A brace of draymen bid—God speed him well,
And had the tribute of his supple knee,
With—Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends ;—
As were our England in reversion his,
And he our subJects’ next degree in hope.
Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go these

’ thoughts.
Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland ;—
Expedient manage must be made, my liege;
Ere further leisure yield them further means,
For their advantage, and your highness’ loss.

K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war;
And, for our coffers—with too great a court,

VOEL. V1. o
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And liberal largess,—are grown somewhat light,
We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm ;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hand ;: If that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters;
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich,
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold,
And send them after, to supply our wants;

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter Busny.

Bushy, what news ?
Bushky. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord ;
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste,
To entreat your majesty to visit him.
K. Rich. Where lies he ?
Bushy. At Ely-house.
K. Rich. Now put it, heaven, in his physician’s
mind,
To help him to his grave immediately !
The lining of his coffers shall make coats,
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.—
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him :
Pray God, we may make haste, and come too late !
[Excunt.
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ACT IL
SCENE 1.—London. A Room in Ely-house.

_GAUNT on a couch ; the Duke of Yorx, and others
standing by him.
Gaunt. Will the king come ? that I may breathe my
last
In wholesome counsel to his unstaied youth.
York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your
breath ;
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear.
Gaunt. O, but they say, the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention, like deep barmony :
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain ;
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in
pain.
He, that no more must say, is listen’d more
Than they whom youth and ease have taught to
glose ;
More are men’s ends mark’d, than their lives before :
The setting sun, and musick at the close,
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last;
Writ in remembrance, more than things long past:
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear,
My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.
York. No; it is stopp’d with other flattering sounds,
As, praises of his state : then, there are found
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Lascivious metres ; to whose venom sound

The open ear of youth doth always listen : .

Report of fashions in proud Italy;

‘Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity,

(So it be new, there’s no respect how vile,)

That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard,

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard.

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose;

’Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou lose.
Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new inspird ;

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him :

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last;

For violent fires soon burn out themselves:

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short;

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ;

With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder :

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle,

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,

This other Eden, demi-paradise ;

This fortress, built by nature for herself,

Against infection, and the hand of war;

This happy breed of men, this little world ;

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

‘Which serves it in the office of a wall,

Or as a moat defensive to a house,

Against the envy of less happier lands;

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
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This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth,
Renowned for their deeds as far from home,
(For Christian service, and true chivalry,)

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry,

Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s son :

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,
Dear for her reputation through the world,

Is now leas’d out (I die pronouncing it,)

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm :

England, bound in with the triumphant sea,
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds;
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself :

O, would the scandal vanish with my life,

How happy then were my ensuing death !

Enter King Ricaarp, and Queen; AuMERLE, Busny,
GrEeEN, Bacor, Ross, and WiLLouGHBY.
York. The king iscome : deal mildly with his youth ;
For young hot colts, being rag’d, do rage the more.
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster ?
K. Rick. What comfort, man? How is’t with aged
Gaunt?
Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition !
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old:
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast;
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt?
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd ;
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt:
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The pleasure, that some fathers feed upon,
Is my strict fast, I mean—my children’s looks ;
And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt:
Gaunt am [ for the grave, gaunt as a grave,
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones.
K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their
names ?
Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself :
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee.
K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with those that
live ?
Gaunt. No, no; men living flatter those that die.
K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, say’st—thou flatter’st
me.
Gaunt. Oh! no; thou diest, though I the sicker be.
K. Rich. 1 am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill.
Gaunt. Now, He, that made me, knows I see thee
ill;
11l in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill.
Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land,
‘Wherein thou liest in reputation sick:
And thou, too careless patient as thou art,
Committ’st thy anointed body to the cure
Of those physicians, that first wounded thee :
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown,
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head;
And yet, incaged in so small a verge,
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.
O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye,
Seen how his son’s son should destroy his sons,
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame;
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Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd,
Which art possess’d now to depose thyself.
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
It were a shame, to let this land by lease:
But, for thy world, enjoying but this land,
Is it not more than shame, to shame it so?
Landlord of England art thou now, not king :
Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ;
And thou—

K. Rich. —a lunatick lean-witted fool,
Presuming on an ague’s privilege,
Dar’st with thy frozen admonition
Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood,
With fury, from his native residence.
Now by my seat’s right royal majesty,
Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son,
This tongue, that runs so roundly in thy head,
Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders.

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward’s son,
For that I was his father Edward’s son;
That blood already, like the pelican,
Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunkeunly carous’d :
My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul,
(Whonm fair befal in heaven mongst happy souls )
May be a precedent and witness good,
That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood :
Join with the present sickness that I have;
And thy unkindness be like crooked age,
To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower.
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee !—
These words hereafter thy tormentors be !'—
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave:
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Love they to live, that love and honour have.
[ Exit, borne out by his Attendants.
K. Rich. And let them die, that age and sullens
have ;
For both hast thou, and both become the grave.
York. ’Beseech your majesty, impute his words
To wayward sickliness and age in him :
He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here.
K. Rich. Right; you say true: as Hereford’s love,
so his;
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is.

- Enter NORTHUMBERLAND.

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your
majesty.

K. Rich. What says he now ?

North. Nay, nothing; all is said :
His tongue is now a stringless instrument ;
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so!
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he;
His time is spent, pur pilgrimage must be :
So much for that. Now for our Irish wars:
‘We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns ;
‘Which live like venom, where no venom else,
But only they, have privilege to live.
And for these great affairs do ask some charge,
Towards our assistance, we do seize to us
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables,
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd.
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York. How long shall I be patient? Ah, how long
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ?
Not Gloster’s death, nor Hereford’s banishment,
Nor Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs,
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace,
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek,
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face.—
I am the last of noble Edward’s sons,
Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first;
In war was never lion rag’d more fierce,
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild,
Than was that young and princely gentleman :
His face thou hast, for even so look’d he,
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours;
But, when he frown’d, it was against the French,
And not against his friends: his noble hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that,
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won:
His bands were guilty of no kindred’s blood,
But bloody with the enemies of his kin,
O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief,
Or else he never would compare between.
- K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter?
York. O, my liege,
Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas’d
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal.
Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands,
The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford ?
Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford live ?
‘Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deserve to have an heir?

7
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Is not his heir a well-deserving son?
Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from time
His charters, and his customary rights ;
Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ;
Be not thyself, for how art thou a king,
But by fair sequence and succession ?
Now, afore God (God forbid, I say true !)
If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights,
Call in the letters patent that he hath
By his attornies-general to sue
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage,
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts,
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts,
Which honour and allegiance cannot think.
K. Rich. Think what you will; we seize into our
hands
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.
York. I’ll not be by, the while: My liege, farewell :
What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell :
But by bad courses may be understood,
That their events can never fall out good. [Exit.
K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire straight ;
Bid him repair to us to Ely-house,
To see this business: To-morrow next
We will for Ireland ; and ’tis time, I trow ;
And we create, in absence of ourself,
Our uncle York lord governor of England,
For he is just, and always lov’d us well.—
Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part ;

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [Flourish.
[Excunt King, Queen, Busay, AUMERLE, GREEN,
and Bacor.
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North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead.
Ross. Aud living too; for now his son is duke.
Willo. Barely in title, not in revenue.
North. Richly in both, if justice had her right.
Ross. My heart is great; but it must break with
silence,
Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue.
North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne’er speak
more,
That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm !
Willo. Tends that, thou’dst speak, to the duke of
Hereford ¢
If it be so, out with it boldly, man;
Quick is mine ear, to hear of good towards him.
Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him ;
Unless you call it good, to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.
North. Now, afore heaven, ’tis shame such wrongs
are borne,
In him a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land.
The king is not himself, but basely led
By flatterers ; and what they will inform,
Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all,
That will the king severely prosecute
’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.
Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous
taxes,
And lost their hearts: the nobles hath he fin’d
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.
Wille. And daily new exactions are devis'd;

1
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As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what :
But what, 0’God’s name, doth become of this ?
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he hath
not,
But basely yielded upon compromise
That, which his ancestors achiev’d with blows:
More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars.
Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm.
Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a broken
man.
North. Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over him.
Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars,
His burdenous taxations notwithstanding,
But by the robbing of the banish’d duke
North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king!
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing,
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm:
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails,
And yet we strike not, but securely perish.
Ross. We see the very wreck that we must suffer ;
And unavoided is the danger now,
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.
North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of
death, .
I spy life peering ; but I dare not say
How near the tidings of our comfort is.
- Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost
ours.
Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland :
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so,
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold.



SCENE 1. KING RICHARD II. 283

North. Then thus :—I have from Port le Blinc, a
bay
In Brittany, receiv’d intelligence,
That Harry Hereford, Reignold lord Cobham,
The son of Richard Earl of Arundel,
That late broke from the duke of Exeter,
His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Erpingham, sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterton, and Francis
Quoint,
All these well furnished by the duke of Bretagne,
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,
Are making hither with all due expedience,
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore:
Perhaps, they had ere this; but that they stay
The first departing of the king for Ireland.
If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke,
Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing,
Redeem from broken pawn the blemish’d crown,
Wipe off the dust that hides our scepter’s gilt,
And make high majesty look like itself,
Away, with me, in post to Ravenspurg :
But if you faint, as fearing to do so,
Stay, and be secret, and myself will go.
Ross. To horse, to horse! urge doubts to them that
fear. .
Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will first be there.
[Exeunt.
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SCENE I1.—The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen, Busny, and Bacor.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad :
You promis’d, when you parted with the king,
To lay aside life-harming heaviness,
And entertain a cheerful disposition.
Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please myself,
I cannot do it; yet I know no cause,
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief,
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, methinks,
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb,
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul
With nothing trembles: at something it grieves,
More than with parting from my lord the king.
Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty sha-
dows,
Which show like grief itself, but are not so:
For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears,
Divides one thing entire to many objects ;
Like pérspectives, which, rightly gaz'd upon,
Show nothing but confusion; ey’d awry,
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty,
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure,
Finds shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail ;
Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen,
More than your lord’s departure weep not; more’s not
seen :
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Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye,

Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary.
Queen. It may be so; but yet my inward soul

Persuades me, it is otherwise: Howe’er it be,

I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad,

As,—though, in thinking, on no thought I think,—

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink,
Bushy. ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.
Queen. ‘Tis nothing less: conceit is still deriv’d

From some fore-father grief; mine is notso;

For nothing hath begot my something grief;

Or something hath the nothing that 1 grieve:

"Tis in reversion that I do possess;

But what it is, that is not yet known; what

I cannot name ; ’tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter GREEN.

Green. God save your majesty | —and well met, gen-
tlemen :—
I hope, the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland.

Queen. Why hop’st thou so? ’tis better hope, he is;
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope ;
Then wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shipp’d ?

Green. That he, our hope, might have retird his

power,

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope,
Who strongly hath set footing in this land :
The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself,
And with uplifted arms is safe arriv’d
At Ravenspurg.

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid !

Green. O, madam, ’tis too true : and that is worse,—
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The lord Northumberland, his young son Henry Percy,
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.
Bushy. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumber-
land,
And all the rest of the revolting faction,
Traitors ? )
Green. We have: whereon the earl of Worcester
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke.
Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe,
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir:
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ;
And I, a gasping new-deliver’d mother,
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d.
Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me ?
I will despair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope; he is a flatterer,
A parasite, a keeper-back of death,
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,
‘Which false hope lingers in extremity.

Enter York.

Green. Here comes the duke of York.

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck ;
O, full of careful business are his looks '——
Uncle,
For heaven’s sake, speak comfortable words.

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts:
' Comfort’s in heaven; and we are on the earth,
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‘Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.
Your husband he is gone to save far off,

Whilst others come to make him lose at hume:
Here am I left to underprop his land ;

‘Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:——
Now comes the sick bour that his surfeit made;
Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him.

Enter a Servant.

Sero. My lord, your son was gone before I came.
York. He was?—Why, so!—go all which way it
will !
The nobles they are fled, the commons cold,
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side.——
Sirrah, _
Get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster;
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound :—
Hold, take my ring.
Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship:
To-day, as I came by, I called there :—
But I shall grieve you to report the rest.
York. What is it, knave?
Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died.
York. God for his mercy! what a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once !
I know not what to do :—I would to God,
(So my untruth had not provok’d him to it,)
The king had cut off my head with my brother’s.—
What, are-there posts despatch’d for Ireland ?—
How shall we do for money for these wars ?—
Come, sister,—cousin, I would say : pray, pardon me.—

VOL. VI. P
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Go, fellow, {To the Servant.] get thee home, provide
some carts,
And bring away the armour that is there.—
[ Exit Servant.
Gentlemen, will you go muster men? if 1 know
How, or which way, to order these affairs,
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands,
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ;—
The one’s my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend ; the other, again,
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d;
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.
Well, somewhat we must do.—Come, cousin, I'll
Dispose of you :—Go, muster up your men,
And meet me presently at Berkley-castle.
I should to Plashy too;
But time will not permit :—All is uneven,
And every thing is left at six and seven.
[ Exeunt York and Queen.
Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland,
But none returns. For us to levy power,
Proportionable to the enemy,
Is all impossible.
Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in love,
Is near the hate of those love not the king.
Bagot. And that’s the wavering commons : for their
love
Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them,
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally con-
demn’d.
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Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do we,
Because we ever have been near the king.

Green. Well, I'll for refuge straight to Bristol castle;
The earl of Wiltshire is already there.

Bushy. Thither will I with you: for little oﬁce
The hateful commons will perform for us;

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces.—
Will you go along with us?

Bagot. No; I'll to Ireland to his majesty.
Farewell: if heart’s presages be not vain,

We three here part, that ne’er shall meet again.

Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back Boling-

broke.

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes
Is—numb’ring sands, and drinking oceans dry ;
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Bushy. Farewell at once ; for once, for all, and ever.

Green. Well, we may meet again.

Bagot. I fear me, never. [Ereunt.

SCENE II1.—The Wilds in Glostershire.

Enter BoLINGBROKE and NORTHUMBERLAND, with
Forces.

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ?
North. Believe me, noble lord,
I am a stranger here in Glostershire.
These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways,
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome :
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,
Making the hard way sweet and délectable.
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But, [ bethink me, what a weary way

From Ravenspurg to Cotswold, will be found

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ;

Which, I protest, hath very much beguil’d

The tediousness and process of my travel :

. But theirs is sweeten’d with the hope to have

The present benefit which I possess:

And hope to joy, is little less in joy,

Than hope enjoy’d : by this the weary lords

Shall make their way seem short; as mine hath done

By sight of what I have, your noble company.
Boling. Of much less value is my company,

Than your good words. But who comes here?

Enter HArny Percy.

North. 1t is my son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.—
Harry, how fares your uncle ?
Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn’d his
health of you.
North. Why, is he not with the queen?
Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the court,
Broken his staff of office, and dispers’d
The household of the king.
North. What was his reason?
He was not so resolv’d, when last we spake together.
Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor.
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg,
To offer service to the duke of Hereford ;
And sent me o’er by Berkley, to discover
What power the duke of York had levied there;
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.
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North. Have you forgot the duke of Hereford, boy ?
Percy. No, my good lord; for that is not forgot,
Which ne’er I did remember: to my knowledge,
I never in my life did look on him.
North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the duke.
Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service,
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;
‘Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm
To more approved service and desert.
Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure,
I count myself in nothing else so happy,
As in a soul rememb’ring my good friends;
Aund, as my fortune ripens with thy love,
It shall be still thy true love’s recompense :
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. -
North. How far is it to Berkley? And what stir
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war?
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees,
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard :
And in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Seymour;
None else of name, and noble estimate.

Enter Ross and WiLLOUGHBY.

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Willoughby,
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.
Boling. Welcome, my lords: I wot, your love pur
sues
A banish’d traitor: all my treasury
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d,
Shall be your love and labour’s recompense.
Ross. Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord.
Willo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. .
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- Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor ;
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years,
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here?

Enter BERKLEY.

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess.
Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you.
Boling. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster;
And I am come to seek that name in England:
And I must find that title in your tongue,
Before I make reply to aught you say.
Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; ’tis not my mean-
ing,
To raze one title of your honour out:—
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,)
From the most glorious regent of this land,
The duke of York; to know, what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent time,
And fright our native peace with self-born arms.

Enter YoRrx, attended.

Boling. I shall not need transport my words by you;
Here comes his grace in person.—My noble uncle !
[Kneels.
York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee,
Whose duty is deceivable and false.
Boling. My gracious uncle !—
York. Tut, tut!
Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle:
I am no traitor’s uncle; and that word—grace,
In an ungracious mouth, is but prophane.
Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs
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Dar’d once to touch a dust of England’s ground ?
But then more why ;——Why have they dar’d to march
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ;
Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war,
And ostentation of despised arms?
Com’st thou because the anointed king is hence?
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind,
And in my loyal bosom lies his power.
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth,
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself,
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men,
From forth the ranks of many thousand French ;
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine,
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee,
And minister correction to thy fault!

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault;
On what condition stands it, and wherein?

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,—
In gross rebellion, and detested treason :
Thou art a banish’d man, and here art come,
Before the expiration of thy time,
In braving arms against thy sovereign.

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d Hereford ;
But as I come, I come for Lancaster.
And, noble-uncle, I beseech your grace,
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye :
You are my father, for, methinks, in you
I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father!
Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d
A wand’ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born?
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If that my cousin kjng be king of England,

It must be granted, 1 am duke of Lancaster.

You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ;

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,

He should bhave found his uncle Gaunt a father,

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay.

I am denied to sue my livery here,

And yet my letters-patent give me leave:

My father’s goods are all distrain’d, and sold ;

And these, and all, are all amiss employ’d.

What would you have me do? I am a subject,

And challenge law : Attornies are denied me;

And therefore personally I lay my claim

To my inheritance of free descent.
North. The noble duke hath been too much abus'd.
Ross. It stands your grace upon, to do him right.
Willo. Base men by his endowments are made great.
York. My lords of England, let me tell you this,—

1 bave had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs,

And labour'd all I could to do him right:

But in this kind to come, in braving arms,

Be his own carver, and cut out his way,

To find out right with wrong,—it may not be;

And you, that do abet him in this kind,

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.
North. The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is

But for his own: and, for the right of that,

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid;

And let him ne’er see joy, that breaks that oath.
York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms;

I cannat mend it, I must needs confess,

Because my pawer is weak, and all ill left:
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But, if I could, by him that gave me life,
I would attach you all, and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ;
But, since I cannot, be it known to you,
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ;—
Unless you please to enter in the castle,
And there repose you for this night.
Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept.
But we must win your grace, to go with us
To Bristol castle; which, they say, is held -
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices,
The caterpillars of the commonwealth,
Which I have sworn to weed, and pluck away.
York. It may be, I will go with you :—but yet I'll
pause ;
For I am loath to break our country’s laws.
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are:

Things past redress, are now with me past care.
[Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.—4 Camp in Wales.

Enter SaL18BURY, and a Captain.

Cap. My lord of Salisbury, we have staid ten days,
And hardly kept our countrymen together,
And yet we hear no tidings from the king ;
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell.

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman;
The king reposeth all his confidence .
In thee.

Cap. "Tis thought, the king is dead ; we willnot stay.
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The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd,

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ;

The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth,

And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change ;

Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap,—

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy,

The other, to enjoy by rage and war:

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.—

Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled,

As well assur’d, Richard their king is dead.  [Exit.
Sal. Ah, Richard! with the eyes of heavy mind,

I see thy glory, like a shooting star, '

Fall to the base earth from the firmament!

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west,

Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest :

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ;

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit,
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ACT IIL

SCENE 1.—Bolingbroke’s Camp at Bristol.

Enter BoLINGBROXE, YORK, NORTHUMBERLAND,
Prrcy, WiLLoueuBY, Ross : Officers behind with
Busuy and GREEN, prisoners.

Boling. Bring forth these men.—

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls

(Since presently your souls must part your bodies,)

With too much urging your pernicious lives,

For ’twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood

From off my hands, here, in the view of men,

I will unfold some causes of your death.

You have misled a prince, a royal king,

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments,

By you unhappied and disfigur’d clean.

You have, in manner, with your sinful hours,

Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ;

Broke the possession of a royal bed,

And stain’d the beauty of u fair queen’s cheeks

With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs.

Myself—a prince, by fortune of my birth ;

Near to the king in blood ; and near in love,

Till you did make him misinterpret me,——

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries,

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds,

Eating the bitter bread of banishment:
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Whilst you have fed upon my signories,
Dispark’d my parks, and fell'd my forest woods ;
From my own windows torn my household coat,
Raz’d out my impress, leaving me no sign,—
Save men’s opinions, and my living blood,—
To show the world I am a gentleman.
This, and mych more, much more than twice all this,
Condemns you to the death :—See them deliver'd over
To execution and the hand of death.
Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me,
Than Bolingbroke to England.—Lords, farewell.
" Green. My comfort is,—that heaven will take our
souls,
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. :
Boling. My lord Northumberland, see them des-
" patch’d. :
[Ereunt NorRTHUMBERLAND and Others, with
Prisoners.
Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house ;
For heaven’s sake, fairly let her be entreated :
Tell ber, I send to her my kind commends ;
Take special care my greetings be deliverd.
York. A gentleman of mine I have despatch’d
With letters of your love to her at large.
Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle.—Come, lords, away ;
To fight with Glendower and his complices ;
Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [Exeunt.
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SCENE I1.—The Coast of Wales. A Castle in view.

Flourish: Drums and TW”. Enter King Ricuazp,
Bishop of Carlisle, AuMERLE, and Soldiers.

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call you this at hand ?
Aum. Yea, my lord : How brooks your grace the air,
After late tossing on the breaking seas ?
K. Rich. Needs must I like it well ; I weep for joy,
To stand upon my kingdom once again.-——
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand,
Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ hoofs :
As a long parted mother with her child
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting;
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth,
And do thee favour with my royal hands.
Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth,
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav’'nous sense ;
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom,
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way;
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet,
Which with usurping steps do trample thee.
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies:
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower,
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder;
‘Whose double tongue may with a mortal toach
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies.—
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ;
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms.
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Bishop. Fear not, my lord: that Power, that made
you king,
Hath power to keep you kmg, in spite of all.
The means that heaven yields must be embrac’d,
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would,
And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse;
The proffer'd means of succour and redress.
Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss;
‘Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security,
Grows strong and great, in substance, and in friends.
K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know’st thou not,
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world,
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen,
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here;
But when, from under this terrestrial ball,
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines,
And darts his light through every guilty hole,
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins,
The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their backs,
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves?
So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,—
‘Who all this while hath revell’d in the night,
Whilst we were wand’ring with the antipodes,—
Shall see us rising in our throne the east,
His treasons will sit blushing in his face,
Not able to endure the sight of day,
Baut, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin.
Not all the water in the rough rude sea
Can wash the balm from an anointed king :
The breath of worldly men cannot depose
The deputy elected by the Lord :
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For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d,

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown,

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay

A glorious angel : then, if angels fight,

Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the right.

Enter SAL1SBURY.

Welcome, my lord: How far off lies your power?
Sal. Nor near, nor further off, my gracious lord,
"Than this weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue,
And bids me speak of nothing but despair.
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord,
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth :
O, call back yesterday, bid time return,
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men !
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,
O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state ;
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead,
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers’d, and fled.
Aum. Comfort, my liege: why looks your grace so
pale? '
K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thousand
men
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled :
And, till so much blood thither come again,
Have I not reason to look pale and dead ?
All souls, that will be safe, fly from my side ;
For time hath set a blot upon my pride.
Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are.
K. Rich. I had forgot myself: Am I not king?
Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep’st.
Is not the king’s name forty thousand names ¢
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Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes

At thy great glory.—Look not to the ground,
Ye favourites of a king; Are we not high ?
High be our thoughts: I know, my uncle York
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who
Comes here ?

Enter Scroop.

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege,
Than can my care-tun’d tongue deliver him.
K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepard ;
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.
Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, 'twas my care;
And what loss is it, to be rid of care ?
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we?
Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God,
‘Weé'll seive him too, and be his fellow so:
Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend ;
They break their faith to God, as well as us:
Cry, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ;
The worst is—death, and death will have his day.
Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is so arm’d
To bear the tidings of calamity.
Like an unseasonable stormy day,
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores,
As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears;
So high above his limits swells the rage
Of Bolingbroke, cavering your fearful land
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel.
White-beards have arm’d their thin and- hairless scalps
Against hy majesty ; boys, with women’s voices,
Stiv- ty speak big, and clap their female joints

2 .
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In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown:
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew ugainst thy state ;

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills

_ Against thy seat; both young and old rebel,
- And all goes worse than I have power to tell.

K. Rich. Too well; too well, thou tell’st a tale so ill.
Where is the earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot?
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green?

That they have let the dangerous enemy

Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it.

I warrant, they have made peace with Bolingbroke.

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, my

lord. .
, K. Rich. O, villains, vipers, damn’d without redemp-
tion ! -
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man !
Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my heart!
Three Judasses, each one thrice worse than Judas !
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for this offence !

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property,
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate :—=
Again uncurse their souls; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands: those, whom you

curse,
Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound,
And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow grcund.

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wiltshire,

dead ? ‘ :

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol iost their heads.
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Aum. Where is the duke my father with his power ?
K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man speak:
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs;
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.
Let’s choose executors, and talk of wills :
And yet not so,—for what can we bequeath,
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke’s,
And nothing can we call our own, but death ;
And that small model of the barren earth,
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For heaven'’s sake, let us sit apon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings :—
How some have been depos’d, some slain in war;
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos’d ;
Some poison’d by their wives, some sleeping kill'd ;
All murder’d :—For within the hollow crown,
That rounds the mortal temples of a king,
Keeps death his court : and there the antick sits,
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ;
Allowing him a breath, a little scene
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks;
Infusing him with self and vain conceit,—
As if this flesh, which walls about our life,
Were brass impregnable ; and, humour’d thus,
Comes at the last, and with alittle pin
Bores through his castle wall, and—farewell king !
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood
With solemn reverence; throw away respect,
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty,
For you have but mistook me all this while:
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I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief,
Need friends :—Subjected thus,
How can you say to me—I am a king?
Car. My lord, wise men ne’er wail their present woes,
But presently prevent the ways to wail.
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength,
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe,
And so your follies fight against yourself.
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight:
And fight and die, is death destroying death ;
Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath.
Aum. My father hath a power, enquire of him;
And learn to make a body of a limb.
K. Rich. Thou chid’st me well :—Proud Bolingbroke,
I come
To change blows with thee for our day of doom.
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown;
An easy task it is, to win our own.——
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour.
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky
The state and inclination of the day :
So may you by my dull and heavy eye,
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say.
I play the torturer, by small and small,
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken :—
Your uncle York bath join’d with Bolingbroke ;
And all your northern castles yielded up,
And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon his party.
K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.——
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Beshrew thee, cousin, which did’st lead me forth
[To AuMErLE:.
Of that sweet way I was in to despair!
What say you now ? What comfort have we now ?
By heaven, I'll hate him everlastingly,
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go, to Flint castle; there I'll pine away;
A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey.
That power, I have, discharge ; and, let them go
To ear the land, that hath some hope to grow,
For I have none :—Let no man speak again
To alter this, for counsel is but vain.
Aum. My liege, one word.
K. Rich. He does me double wrong,
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
Discharge my followers, let them hence :—Away,
From Richard’s night, to Bolingbroke’s fair day.
[Ereunt.

SCENE Ii1.—Wales. Before Flint Castle.

Enter, with Drum and Colours, BoLiNGBROKE and For-
ces; YORK, NoRTRUMBERLAND, and Others.

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn,
The Welshmen are dispers’d ; and Salisbury
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed,
With some few private friends, upon this coast.
North. The news is very fair and good, my lord ;
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head.
York. It would beseem the lord Northumberland,
To say—king Richard :—Alack the heavy day,
‘When such a sacred king should hide his head !
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North. Your grace mlstakes me; only to be brief,

Left I his title ont.

York. The.time hath been,

Would you have been so brief with him, he would

Have been so brief with you, to shorten you,

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length.
Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you should.
York. Take not, good cousin, further than you should,

Lest you mis-take : The heavens are o’er your head.
Boling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not

Myself against their will.—But who comes here ?

Enter Percy.

Well, Harry ; what, will not this castle yield 2

Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lord,
Against thy entrance.

Boling. Royally!
Why, it contains no king ?

Percy. Yes, my good lord,
It doth contain a king; king Richard lies
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : .
And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury,
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn.

North. Belike, it is the blshop of Carlisle.

Boling. Noble lord, {To NorTH.
Go to.the rude ribs of that ancient castle:
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver.
Harry Bolingbroke
On both his knees doth kiss king Richard’s hand;
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And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart,

To his most royal person : hither come

Even at his feet to lay my arms and power:

Provided that, my banishment repeal’d,

And lands restor’d again, be freely granted :

If not, I'll use the advantage of my power,

And lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood,

Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen :

The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke

It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench

The fresh green lap of fair king Richard’s land,

My stooping duty tenderly shall show.

Go, signify as much; while here we march

Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.—
[NorTHUMBERLAND advances to the Castle, with a

Trumpet.

Let’s march without the noise of threat’ning drum,

That from the castle’s totter’d battlements

Our appointments may be well perus’d.

Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet

With no less terror than the elements

Of fire and water, when their thund’ring shock

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.

Be he the fire, Ill be the yielding water:

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain

My waters; on the earth, and not on him.

March on, and mark king Richard how he looks.
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A parle sounded, and answered by another Trumpet with-
in. Flourish. Enter on the walls King Ricuarbp,
the Bishop of CARLISLE, AUMERLE, ScrooP, and
SALISBURY.

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself appear,

As doth the blushing discontented sun

From out the fiery portal of the east ;

‘When he perceives the envious clouds are bent

To dim his glory, and to stain the track

Of his bright passage to the occident.

Yet looks he like a king ; behold, his eye,

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth

Controlling majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe,

That any harm should stain so fair a show !

K. Rich. We are amaz’'d; and thus long have we
stood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,

[To NORTHUMBERLAND,

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king:

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their awful duty to our presence?

If we be not, show us the hand of God

That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship ;

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone

Can gripe the sacred handle of our scepter,

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp.

And though you think, that all, as you have done,

Have torn their souls, by turning them from us,

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ;

Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent,

Is must'ring in his clouds, on our behalf,




260 KING RICHARD 11. ACT III.

Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike

Your children yet unborn, and unbegot,

That lift your vassal hands against my head,

And threat the glory of my precious crown.

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond’, methinks, he is,)

That every stride he makes.upon my land,

Is dangerous treason: He is come to ope

The purple testament of bleeding war ;

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace,

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons

Shall ill become the flower of England’s face;

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace

To scarlet indignation, and bedew

Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood.
North. The king of heaven forbid, our lord the king

Should so with civil and uncivil arms .

Be rush’d upon! Thy thrice-noble cousin,

Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand;

And by the honourable tomb he swears,

That stands upon thy royal grandsire’s bones;

And by the royalties of both your bloods,

Currents that spring from one most gracious head ;

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt;

And by the worth and honour of himself,

Comprising all that may be sworn or said,—

His coming hither hath no further scope,

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg

Enfranchisement immediate on his knees :

Which on thy royal party granted once,

His glittering arms he will commend to rust,

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart

Te faithful service of your majesty.
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This swears he, 88 be is a-prince;-is just ;
And, as I am a gentlemen, I credit him.
K. Rich. Northumberland, say,—thus the. king re-
turns j——
His noble cousin is right welcome hither;
And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplish’d without contradietion :
With all the gracious utterance thou- hast,
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.—
We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not,
- [To AuMERLE.
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair?
Shall we call back Northumberland, -and send
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? !
Aum. No, good my lord; let’s fight with gentle
words,
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful swords.
K. Rich. O God! O God! that e’er this tongue of
mine,
That laid the sentence of dread banishment
On yon proud man, should take it off again
With words of sooth ! O, that I were as great
As is my grief, or lesser than my name!
Or that I could forget what I have been!
Or not remember what I must be now!
Swell’st thou, proud heart? I'll give thee'scope to beat,
Since foes have.scope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes Back from Boling-
broke.
K. Rich. What must the king' do nowi Must he
submit ? .
The king shall do it. Moust he be depos’d ?

1
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The king shall be contented : Must he lose
The name of king? 0’God’s name, let it go:
I'll give my jewels, for a set of beads ;
My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ;
My gay apparel, for an alms-man’s gown;
My figur'd goblets, for a dish of wood;
My scepter, for a palmer’s walking staff;
My subjects, for a pair of carved saints ;
And my large kingdom for a little grave,
A little little grave, an obscure grave :—
Or I'll be buried in the king’s highway,
Some way of common trade, where subjects’ feet
May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head :
For on my beart they tread, now whilst I live;
And, buried once, why not upon my head ?
Aumerle, thou weep’st ; My tender-hearted cousin !—
We'll make foul weather with despised tears;
Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer corn,
And make a dearth in this revolting land.
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes,
And make some pretty match with shedding tears?
As thus ;—To drop them still upon one place,
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves
Within the earth ; and, therein laid,—There Les
Two kinsmen, digg'd their graves with weeping eyes ?
Would not this ill do well i—Well, well, I see
I talk but idly, and you mock at me.—
Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland,
What says king Bolingbroke ? will his majesty
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die?
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says—ay.

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend
To speak with you ; may’t please you to come down ¢
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K. Rich. Down, down, I come; like glistering
Phaeton,
Wanting the manage of unruly jades.
, [NorT:. retires to BoLiNg.
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow base,
To come at traitors’ calls, and do them grace.
In the base court? Come down ? Down, court! down,

king !
For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should
sing. [Exeunt, from above.

Boling. What says his majesty ?

North. Sorrow and grief of heart
Makes him speak fondly, like a frantick man :
Yet he is come.

Enter King Ricnarp, and his Attendants, below.

Boling. Stand all apart,
And show fair duty to his majesty.——:
My gracious lord,— [Knecling.
K. Rich. Faircousin, you debase your princely knee,
To make the base earth proud with kissing it :
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love,
Than my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy.
Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know,
Thus high at least, [Touching his own head.] although
your knee be low.
Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own.
K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and
all.
Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord,
As my true service shall deserve your love.
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K. Rick. Well you deserve :—They well.deserve to
have,

That know the strong’st and surest way to get.—
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes;
Tears show their.love, but want their remedies.—
Cousin, I am too young to be your father,
Though you are old enough to be my heir.
What you will have, I'll give, and willing too ;
For do we must, what force will have us do.—
Set on towards London :—Cousin, is it so?

Boling. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rich. Then I must not say, no.

- [Flourish. Execunt.

SCENE IV.—Langley. - The Duke of Yorx's Garden.

Enter the Queen, and two Ladies.

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in this gar-
den, :
To drive away the heavy thought of care ?

1 Lady. Madawm, we’ll play at bowls.

Queen. Twill make me think,

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune
Runs ’gainst the bias.

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance.

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight, -
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief:
Therefore, no daucing, girl ; some other sport.

1 Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales.

Queen. Of sorrow, or of joy ?

1 Lady. Of either, madam.
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Queen. Of neither, girl:
For if of joy, being altogether wanting,
It doth remember me the more of sorrow ;'
Or if of grief, being altogether had;
1t adds more sorrow to my want of joy:
For what I have, I need not torepeat ;-
And what I want, it boots not to complain.
1 Lady. Madam, I'll sing.
Queen. 'Tis well, that thou hast cause ;-
But thou should’st please me better, would’st-thow
weep.
1 Lady. 1 ccfnld weep, madam, would itdo you good!
Queen. And 1 could weep, would weeping do mie
good,
And never borrow any tear of thee..
Baut stay, here come the gardeners:
Let’s step into the shadow of these trees.—

Enter a Gardencer and two Servants.

My wretchedness unto a row of pins,

They’ll talk of state ; for every one doth so’

Against a change : Woe is forerun with woe..

[Queen and Ladies retire,

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon’ dangling. apricocks,

Which, like unruly children, make their sire

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight :

Give some supportance to the bending twigs.«=

Go thou, and, like an executioner,

Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays,

That look too lofty in the commonwealth :

All must be even in our government.——

You thus employ’d, I will go root away




266 KING RICHARD 11, ACT 111,

The noisome weeds, that withoat profit suck
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers.
1 Sero. Why should we, in the compass of a pale,
Keep law, and form, and due proportion,
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate ?
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land,
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok’d up,
Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d,
Her knots disorder’d, and her wholesome herbs
Swarming with caterpillars ?
Gard. Hold thy peace :—
He, that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring,
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf :
The weeds, that his broad-spreading leaves did shelter,
That seem’d in eating him to hold him up,
Are pluck’d up, root and all, by Bolingbroke;
I mean, the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green.
1 Serv. What, are they dead ?
Gard. They are; and Bolingbroke
Hath seiz’'d the wasteful king.—Oh ! What pity is it,
That he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his land,
As we this garden! We at time of year
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees;
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood,
With too much riches it confound itself :
Had he done so to great and growing men,
They might have liv’d to bear, and he to taste,
Their fruits of duty. . All superfluous branches
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live:
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown,
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down.

4
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1 Serv. What, think you then, the king shall be de-
pos’d ?
Gard. Depress'd he is already ; and depos'd,
"Tis doubt, he will be: Letters came last night
To a dear friend of the good duke of York’s,
That tell black tidings. ’
Queen. O, I am press’d to death,
Through want of speaking ! —Thou, old Adam’s like-
ness, " [Coming from her concealment.
Set to dress this garden, how dares
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news ?
What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee
To make a second fall of cursed man? .
Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos’d
Dar’st thou, thou little better thing than earth,
Divine his downfal  Say, where, when, and how,
Cam’st thou by these ill tidings ? speak, thou wretch.
Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I,
To breathe this news; yet, what [ say is true.
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh’d :
In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself,
And some few vanities that make him light;
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke,
Besides himself, are all the English peers,
And with that odds he weighs king Richard down.
Post you to London, and you'll find it s0 ;
I speak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot,
Doth not thy embassage belong to me,
And am [ last that knows it? O, thou think’st
To serve me last, that I may longest keep
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Thy sorrow i my.breast.—Come, ladies, go,

To meet at London London’s king in woe.—

What, was I born to this ! that my sad look

Should grace the triumph: of great Bolingbroke i—

Gardener, fortelling me-this news of woe;

I would, the plants thou graft’st, may never grow.

[Exexnt Queen and Ladies.
Gard. Poor queen.! so that thy state may be no
worse,

I would, my skill were subjeet to thy curse.—

Here did she drop a tear; here, in this place,

I'll set a bank of rue, sour herb.of grace :

Rue, even for ruth, here shottly shall be seen,

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt.
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ACT 1V.
SCENE 1.—London, Westminster Hall.

The Lords spiritual on the right side of the Throne; the
Lords temporal on the left ; the Commons below. En
ter BOLINGBROKE, AUMERLE, SURREY, NORTHUM-
BERLAND, PErcy, FitzwaTER, another Lord, Bi-
shop of CarLisLE, Abbot of WESTMINSTER, and
Attendants. Officers behind, with Bacor.

Boling. Call forth Bagot:——

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind;

‘What thou dost know of noble Gloster’s death ;

Who wrought it with the king, and who perform’d

The bloody office of his timeless end.

Bagat, Then set before my face the lord Aumerle.
Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man.
Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd.

In that dead time when Gloster’s death was plotted,

I heard you say,—1Is not my arm of length,

That reacheth from the restful English court

As far as Calais, to my uncle’s head ?

Amongst much other talk, that very time,

I heard you say, that you had rather refuse

The offer of an hundred thousand crowns,

Than Bolingbrake’s return to England;

VOL. VI. R
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Adding withal, how blest this land would be,
In this your cousin’s death.
Aum. Princes, and noble lords,
What answer shall I make to this base man !
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars,
On equal terms to give him chastisement ?
Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d
With the attainder of his sland’rous lips.
There is my gage, the manual seal of death,
That marks thee out for hell: I say, thou liest,
And will maintain, what thou hast said, is false,
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base
To stain the temper of my knightly sword.
Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take it up.
dum. Excepting one, I would he were the best
In all this presence, that hath mov’d me so.
Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathies,
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine:
By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand’st,
I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak’st it,
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death.
If thou deny’st it, twenty times thou liest;
And [ will turn thy falsehood to thy heart,
Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point.
Aum. Thou dar’st not, coward, live to see that day.
Fitz. Now, by my soul, 1 would it were this hour.
. Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell for this.
Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is as true,
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : *
And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage,
To prove it on thee to the extremest point
Of mortal breathing; seize it, if thou dar’st,
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Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off,
And never brandish more revengeful steel
Over the glittering helmet of my foe !
Lord. 1 take the earth to the like, forsworn Aumerle ;
And spur thee on with full as many lies
As may be holla’d in thy treacherous ear
From sun to sun: there is my honour’s pawn ;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st.
Aum. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I’ll throw at
all:
I have a thousand spirits in one breast,
To answer twenty thousand such as you.
Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well
The very time Aumerle and you did talk.
Fitz. My lord, ’tis true: you were in presence then ;
And you can witness with me, this is true.
Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true.
Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.
Surrey. Dishonourable boy !
That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword,
That it shall render vengeance and revenge,
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie
In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull.
In proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st.
Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse !
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live,
I dare mget Surrey in a wilderness,
And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies,
And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith,
To tie thee to my strong correction.—
As I intend to thrive in this new world,
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Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal: -
Besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say,
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute.the noble duke at Calais.
Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage,
“That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this,
If he may be repeal’d to try his hononr.

Boling. These differences shall all rest under gage,
Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d he shall be,
And, though mine enemy, restor’d again
To all his land, and signories; when he’s return'd,
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial.

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen.—
Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought
For Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian field
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross,

Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens :
And, toil’d with works of war, retir'd himself
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave

His body to that pleasant country’s earth,
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,
Under whose colours be had fought so long.

Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead?

Car. As sure as I live, my lord.

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the

bosom
Of good old Abraham !—Lords appellants,
Your differences shall all rest under gage,
Till we assign you to your days of trial.

Enter YoRrk, attended.
York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee
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From plume-plueck’d Richard ; who with willing soul

Adopts thee heir, and his high scepter yields

To the possession of thy royal hand :

Ascend his throne, descending now from him,—

And long live Henry, of that name the fourth !
Boling. In God’s name, I'll ascend the regal throne.
Car. Marry, God forbid !—

Worst in this royal presence may I speak,

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.

Would God, that any in this noble presence

Were enough noble to be upright judge

Of noble Richard ; then true nobless would

Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong.

‘What subject can give sentence on his king ?

And who sits here, that is not Richard’s subject?

Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear,

Although apparent guilt be seen in them:

And shall the figure of God’s majesty,

His captain, steward, deputy elect,

Anointed, crowned, planted many years,

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath,

And he himself not present? O, forbid it, God,

That, in a Christian climate, souls refin’d

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed !

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,

Stirr’d up by heaven thus boldly for his king.

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king,

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king :

And if you crown him, let me prophecy,—

The blood of English shall manure the ground,

And future ages groan for this foul act;

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels,
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And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars

Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ;

Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny,

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d

The field of Golgotha, and dead men’s skulls.

O, if you rear this house against this house,

It will the woefullest division prove,

That ever fell upon this cursed earth:

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so,

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you—woe !
North. Well have you argu’d, sir; and, for your

pains,

Of capital treason we arrest you here :—

My lord of Westminster, be it your charge

To keep him safely till his day of trial.—

May’t please you, lords, to grant the commons’ suit.
Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view

He may surrender; so we shall proceed

Without suspicion.
York. I will be his conduct. [Exit.
Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest,

Procure your sureties for your days of answer :—

Little are we beholden to your love, [7To CarLisLE.

And little look’d for at your helping hands.

Re-enter YoRrk, with King RicuarD, and Officers bear-
ing the Crown, &c.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king,
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts
Wherewith I reign’d? I hardly yet have learn’d
To insinugte, flatter, bow, and bend my knee :—

Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me
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To this submission. Yet I well remember

The favours of these men : Were they not mine?

Did they not sometime cry, all hail! to me?

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve,

Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thousand,

none.

God save the king !'—Will no man say, amen?

Am [ both priest and clerk? well then, amen.

God save the king! although I be not he;

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me.—

To do what service am I sent for hither ?

York. To do that office, of thinc own good will,
Which tired majesty did make thee offer,
The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bolingbroke.

K. Rich. Give me the crown:—Here, cousin, seize

the crown;

Here, on this side, my hand; on that side, thine.

Now is this golden crown like a deep well,

That owes two buckets filling one another ;

The emptier ever dancing in the air,

The other down, unseen, and full of water :

The bucket down, and full of tears, am I,

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high.
Boling. I thought you had been willing to resign.
K. Rich. My crown, [ am; but still my griefs are

mine : _

You may my glories and my state depose,

But not my griefs ; still am I king of those.

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your

crown. :
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K. Rich. Your cares, set up, do not pluck my cares
down.

My care is—loss of care, by old care done;

Your care is—gain of care, by new care won :

The cares I give, I have, though given away ;

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay.
Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown?
K. Rich. Ay, no ;—no, ay ;—for I must nothing be ;

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.

Now mark me how I will undo myself :—

I give this heavy weight from off my head,

And this unwieldy scepter from my hand,

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ;

With mine own tears | wash away my balm,

With mine own hands [ give away my crown,

‘With mine own tongue deny my sacred state,

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths:

All pomp and majesty 1 do forswear ;

y manors, rents, revenues, I forego ;
y acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny :

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me !

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee !

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd ;

And thou with all pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d !

Long may’st thou live in Richard’s seat to sit,

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit !

God save king Henry, unking’d Richard says,

And send him many years of sunshine days !

What more remains ?

North. No more, but that you read
[Offering a paper.

These accusations, and these grievous crimes,
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Committed by your person, and your followers,
Against the state and profit of this land ;
That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos’d. :
K. Rich. Must Ido so? and must [ ravel out
My weav’d-up follies? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences were upon record,
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop,
To read a lecture of them ? If thou would’st,
There should’st thou find one heinous article,~
Containing the deposing of a king,
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,—
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heaven :—
Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me,
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,—
Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands,
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross,
And water cannot wash away your sin.
North. My lord, despatch ; read o’er these articles.
K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see:
And yet salt water blinds them not so much,
But they can see a sort of traitors here.
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,
I find myself a traitor with the rest:
For I have given here my soul’s consent,
To undeck the pompous body of a king ;
Make glory base; and sovereignty, a slave ;
Proud majesty, a subject; a state, a peasant.
North. My lord,
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insulting
man,
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Nor no man’s lord ; I have no name, no title,—
No, not that name was given me at the font,—
But ’tis usurp’d :—Alack the heavy day,
That I have worn so many winters out,
And know not now what name to call myself !
O, that I were a mockery king of snow,
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water-drops !-—
Good king,—great king,—(and yet not greatly good,)
An if my word be sterling yet in England,
Let it command a mirror hither straight; *
That it may show me what a face I have,
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.
Boling. Go some of you, and fetch a looking-glass.

[Erit an Attendant.
North. Read o'er this paper, while the glass doth
come.
\K. Rick. Fiend ! thou torment’st me ére I come to
hell.

Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland.
North. The commons will not then be satisfied.
K. Rich. They shall be satisfied : I'll read enough,
When [ do see the very book indeed
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s—myself.

Re-enter Attendant, with a Glass.
Give me that glass, and therein will I read.—
No deeper wrinkles yet? Hath sorrow struck
So many blows upon this face of mine,
And made no deeper wounds !—O, flattering glass,
Like to my followers in prosperity,
Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face,
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That every day under his household roof
Did keep ten thousand mien ? Was this the face,
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ¢
Was this the face, that fac’d so many follies,
And was at last out-fac’d by Bolingbroke ?
A brittle glory shineth in this face:
As brittle as the glory is the face;
[ Dashes the glass against the ground.

For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers.—
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport,—
How soon thy sorrow hath destroy’d my face.

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy’d
The shadow of your face.

K. Rich. Say that again.
The shadow of my sorrow ¢ Ha! let’s see :—
*Tis very true, my grief lies all within;
And these external manners of lament
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief,
That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul;
There lies the substance: and I thank thee, king,
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon,
And then be gone, and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtain it?

Boling. Name it, fair cousin.

K. Rich. Fair cousin? Why, I am greater than a

king :

For, when I was a king, my flatterers
Were then but subjects; being now a subject,
I have a king here to my flatterer.
Being so great, I have no need to beg.
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Boling. Yet ask.
K. Rich. And shall I have?
Boling. You shall.
K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Boling. Whither?
K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your
sights.
Boling. Go, some of you, convey him to the Tower.
K. Rich. O,good! Convey i—Conveyers are you all,
That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall.
[Ezcunt King RicuARD, some Lords, and a Guard.
Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves.
. [Exeunt all but the Abbot, Bishop of CARLISLE, and
AUMERLE.
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld.
Car. The woe’s to come ; the children yet unborn
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.
Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ?
Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein,
You shall not only take the sacrament
To bury mine intents, but to effect
Whatever I shall happen to devise :—
I see your brows are full of discontent,
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears;
Come home with me to supper; I will lay
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. [Ereunt.
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ACT V.

SCENE I.—London. A Street leading to the Tower.

Enter Queen, and Ladies.

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the way
To Julius Ceesar’s ill-erected tower,
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord
Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke:
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth
Have any resting for her true king’s queen.

Enter Kinc Ricuarp, and Guards.

But soft, but see, or rather do not see,
My fair rose wither: Yet look up ; behold;
That you in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.—
Ab, thou, the model where old Troy did stand; -
Thou map of honour ; thou king Richard’s tomb,
And not king Richard; thou most beauteous inn,
Why should hard-favour'd grief be lodg’d in thee,
When triumph is become an alehouse guest?

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so,
To make my end too sudden: learn, good soul,
To think our former state a happy dream ;
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From which awak’d, the truth of what we are
Shows us but this: I am sworn brother, sweet,
To grim necessity ; and he and I
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France,
And cloister thee in some religious house:
Our holy lives must win'a new world’s crown,
Which our profane hours here have stricken down.
Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and mind
Transform’d, and weaken’d ? Hath Bolingbroke
Depos’d thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart?
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw,
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage
To be o’erpower’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like,
Take thy correction mildly? kiss the rod;
And fawn on rage with base humility,
Which art a lion, and a king of beassts?
K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught but
beasts,
I had been still a happy king of men.
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France:
Think, I am dead; and that even here thou tak’st,
As from my death-bed, my last living leave.
In winter’s tedious nights, sit by the fire
With good old folks: and let them tell thee tales
Of woeful ages, long ago betid :
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief,
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me,
And send the hearers weeping to their beds.
For why, the senseless brands will sympathize R
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue,
And, in compassion, weep the fire out:



SCENE I. KING RICHARD 11, 283

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black,
For the deposing of a rightful king.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND, attended.

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is chang’d ;
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower.
And, madam, there is order ta’en for you;
With all swift speed you must away to France.

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne,—

The time shall not be many hours of age

More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head,
Shall break into corruption: thou shalt think,
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half,
It is too little, helping him to all;

And he shall think, that thou, which know’st the way
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, *
Being ne’er so little urg’d, another way

To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne.
The love of wicked friends converts to fear;
That fear, to hate; and hate turns one, or both,
To worthy danger, and deserved death.

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end.
Take leave, and part; for you must part forthwith.

K. Rich. Doubly divorc’d >—Bad men, ye violatc
A twofold marriage ; twixt my crown and me;

And then, betwixt me and my married wife.—

Let me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me;

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made.—

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north,
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime;
My wife to France; from whence, set forth in pomp,
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She came adorned hither like sweet May,

Sent back like Hallowmas, or short’st of day.
Queen. And must we be divided ? must we part?
K. Rich. Ay, hond from hand, my love, and heart

from heart. '

Queen. Bunish us both, and send the king with me.
North. ‘I'hat were some love, but little policy.
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go.
K. Rich. So two, together w~=ping, make one woe.

Weep thou for me in France, I .. - thee here;

Better far off, than—near, be ne’er the near’.

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans.
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest moans.
K. Rich. Twice for one step I'll groan, the way be-

ing short,

And piece the way out with a heavy heart.

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief,

~ Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief.

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part;

Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy heart.

[They kiss.
Queen. Giveme mine own again ; ’twere no good
part,

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart.

) [Kiss again.

So, now I have mine own again, begone,

That I may strive to kill it with a groan.

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond de-
lay: : :

Once more, adieu; the rest let sorrow say. [ Ereunt,
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SCENE 11.—T#e same. A Room in the Duke of York’s
Palace.

Enter YoRrk, and his Duchess.

Duch. My lord, you told me, you would tell the rest,
When weeping made you break the story off
Of our two cousins coming into London.
York. Where did I leave?
Duch. At that sad stop, my lord,
Where rude misgovern’d hands, from window’s tops,
Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard’s head.
York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke,—
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed,
Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know,—
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course,
While all tongues cried—God save thee, Bolingbroke !
You would have thought the very windows spake,
So many greedy looks of young and old
Through casements darted their desiring eyes
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls,
With painted imag’ry, had said at once,—
Jesu preserve thee! welcome, Bolingbroke !
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning,
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed’s neck,
Bespake them thus,—I thank you, countrymen :
And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along.
Duch. Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he the while ?
York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, -
After a well grac’d actor leaves the stage,
Are idly bent on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious:

VOL. VI. S
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Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes
Did scow! on Richard ; no man cried, God save him;
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home :
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ;

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,—

His face still combating with tears and smiles,

The badges of his grief and patience,—

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted,
And barbarism itself have pitied bim.

But heaven hath a hand in these events;

To whose high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now,

Whose state and honour I for aye allow.

Enter AUMERLE.

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle.
York. Aumerle that was;
But that is lost, for being Richard’s friend,
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now:
I am in parliament pledge for his truth,
And lasting fealty to the new-made king.
Duch. Welcome, my son: Who are the violets now,
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring ?
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not :
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one.
York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of time,
Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and tri-
umphs?
Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do.
York. You will be there, I know.
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Aum. If God prevent it not; I purpose so.
York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy bo-
som ?
Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing.
Aum. My lord, ’tis nothing.
York. No matter then who sees it:
I will be satisfied, let me see the writing.
Aum. 1 do beseech your grace to pardon me;
It is a matter of small consequence,
Which for some reasons I would not have seen.
York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see.
1 fear, [ fear,
Duch. What should you fear?
"Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter'd into
For gay apparel, ’gainst the triumph day.
York. Bound to himself? what doth he with a bond
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool.—
Boy, let me see the writing.
Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not show
it.
York. I will be satisfied ; let me seeit, I say.
[Snatches it, and reads.
Treason! foul treason!—villain! traitor! slave!
Duch. What is the matter, my lord ?
York. Ho! who is within there? [Enter a Servant.]
Saddle my horse.
God for his mercy! what treachery is here!
Duch. Why, what is it, my lord ?
York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my horse :—
For by mine honour, by my life, my troth,
I will appeach the villain. [ Exit Servant.
Duch. What’s the matter?




288 KING RICHARD 11. ACT V.

York. Peace, foolish woman.
Duch. 1 will not peace :—What is the matter, son?
Aum. Good mother, be content ; it is no more

Thaa my poor life must answer.
Duch. Thy life answer !

Re-enter Servant, with Boots.

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king.
Duch. Strike him, Aumerle.—Poor boy, thou art
amaz'd :—
Hence, villain; never more come in my sight.—
[To the Servant.
York. Give me my boots, I say.
Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do?
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own?
Have we more sons? or are we like to have?
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time?
And wilt thou pluck my fair sen from mine age,
And rob me of a happy mother’s name?
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own?
York. Thou fond mad woman,
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ?
A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament,
And interchangeably set down their hands,
To kill the king at Oxford.
Duch. He shall be none;
We'll keep him here: Then what is that to him ?
York. Away,
Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son,
I would appeach him.
Duch. Hadst thou groan’d for him,
As I have done, thou’dst be more pitiful.

¥
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But now I know thy mind; thou dost suspect,
That I have been disloyal to thy bed,
And that he is a bastard, not thy son: :
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind:
He is as like thee as a man may be,
Not like to me, or any of my kin,
And yet I love him.
York. Make way, unruly woman. [Exit.
Duch. After, Aumerle; mount thee upon his horse;
Spur, post; and get before him to the king,
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.
I’ll not be long behind ; though I be old,
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York:
And never will I rise up from the ground,
Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee: Away;

Begone. [ Excunt.

SCENE IIl.—Windsor. A Room in the Castle.

Enter BoLINGBROKE as King ; Percy, and other Lords.

Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ?
"Tis full three months, since I did see him last :—
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he.

I would to God, my lords, he might be foand:
Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there,
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent,
With unrestrained loose companions ;

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes,
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers;
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy,
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Takes on the point of honour, to support
So dissolute a crew.
Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the
prince;
And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford.
Boling. And what said the gallant ?
Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the stews;
And from the common’st creature pluck a glove,
And wear it as a favour; and with that
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.
Boling. As dissolule, as desperate : yet, through both
I see some sparkles of a better hope,
Which elder days may happily bring forth.
But who comes here?

Enter AuMERLE, Aastily.

Aum. Where is the king?
Boling. What means
Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly.
Aum. God save your grace. I do beseech your ma-
Jjesty,
To have some conference with your grace alone.
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here
alone. [Exeunt PercY and Lords.
What is the matter with our cousin now?
Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth,
[Kneels.
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth,
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak.
Boling. Intended, or committed, was this fault?
If but the first, how heinous €’er it be,
To win thy after-love, 1 pardon thee.
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Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key,
That no man enter till my tale be done.
Boling. Have thy desire.
[AumeRLE locks the door.
York. [Within.] My liege, beware; look to thyself;
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.
Boling. Villain, I'll make thee safe. [Drawing.
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand;
Thou hast no cause to fear.
York. [Within.] Open the door, secure, fool-hardy
king :
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face?
Open the door, or I will break it open.
[BoLINGBROKE opens the door.

Enter York.

Boling. What is the matter, uncle? speak;
Recover breath; tell us how near is danger,
That we may arm us to encounter it.

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know
The treason, that my haste forbids me show.

Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy promise past:
I do repent me; read not my name there,
My heart is not confederate with my hand.

York. 'Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it down.—
I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king ;
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence :
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove
A serpent, that will sting thee to the heart.

Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy !—
O loyal father of a treacherous son !
Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain,
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From whence this stream, through muddy passages,
Hath held his current, and defil'd himself! -
Thy overflow of good converts to bad ;
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse
This deadly blot in thy digressing son.
York. So shall my virtue be his vice’s bawd :
And he sball spend mine honour with his shame,
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold.
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies,
Or my sham’d life in his dishonour lies:
Thou kill’st me in his life; giving him breath,
The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death.
Duch. [Within.] What ho, my liege ! for God’s sake
let me in.
Boling. W hat shrill-voic’d suppliant makes this eager
cry?
Duch. A woman, and thine aunt, great king; “tis I.
Speak with me, pity me, open the door;
A beggar begs, that never begg’d before.
Boling. Our scene is alter’d,—from a serious thing,
And now chang’d to The Beggar and the King.—
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in;
I know, she’s come to pray for your foul sin.
York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray,
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may.
This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests sound ;
This, let alone, will all the rest confound.

Enter Duchess.

Duch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man :
Love, loving not itself, none other can.
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York. Thou frantick woman, what dost thou make
' here?
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear?
Duch. Sweet York, be patient:-—Hear me, gentle
liege. [ Knecls.
Boling. Rise up, good aunt.
Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech:
For ever will I kneel upon my knees,
And never see day that the happy sees,
Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy,
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.
Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers, I bend my knee.
[Kneeh.
York. Against them both, my true joints bended be.
[ Krecls.
I1l may’st thou thrive, if thou grant any grace !
Duch. Pleads he in earnest ? look upon his face ;
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest;
His words come from his mouth, ours from our beeast :
He prays but faintly, and would be denied ;
We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside :
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know;
Our knees shall kneel, till to the ground they grow :
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ;
Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity.
Ours prayers do out-pray his; then let them have
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have.
Boling. Good aunt, stand up.
Duch. Nay, do not say—stand up;
Bat, pardon, first; and afterwards, stand up.
An if [ were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach,
Pardon-- should be the first word of thy speech.
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I never long’d to hear a word till now:

Say—pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how:

The word is short, but not so short as sweet;

No word like, pardon, for kings’ mouth so meet.
York. Speak it in French, king ; say, pardonnez moy.
Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ?

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord,

That set’st the word itself against the word !—

Speak, pardon, as ’tis current in our land ;

The chopping French we do not understand.

Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there:

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear;

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce,

Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse.

Boling. Good aunt, stand up.’
Duch. 1 do not sue to stand,

Pardon is all the suit [ have in band.

Boling. 1 pardon him, as God shall pardon me.
Duch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee !

Yet am I sick for fear: speak it again;

Twice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain,

But makes one pardon strong.

Boling. With all my heart
I pardon him.
Duch. A god on earth thou art.
Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law,—and the
abbot,

With all the rest of that consorted crew,—

Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels.—

Good uncle, help to order several powers

To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are:
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They shall not live within this world, I swear,
But I will have them, if I once know where.
Uncle, farewell,—and cousin too, adieun:
Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true.
Duch. Come, my old son;—I pray God make thee
new. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1IV.

Enter ExToN, and a Servant. -

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what words he
spake? i .
Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear®
Was it not so?
Sero. Those were his very words.
Exton. Have I no friend? quoth he: he spake it
twice, :
And urg’d it twice together; did he not?

Sero. He did.

Exton. And, speaking it, he wistfully look’d on me;
As who should say,—I would, thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart;
Meaning, the king at Pomfret. Come, let’s go;

I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. [ Ereunt.

SCENE V.—Pomfret. The Dungeon of the Castle.

Enter King RicuARrD.

K. Rich. 1 have been studying how I may compare

This prison, where I live, unto the world :
2
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And, for because the world is populous,

And here is not a creature but myself,

I cannot do it ;—Yet I'll hammer it out.

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul ;

My soul, the father: and these two beget

A generation of still-breeding thoughts,

And these same thoughts people this little world ;
In humours, like the people of this world,

For no thought is contented. The better sort,—
As thoughts of things divine,—are intermix’d
With scruples, and do set the word itself
Against the word : '

As thus,—Come little ones; and then again,—

It is as kard to come, as for @ camel

To thread the postern of a needle’s eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot
Unlikely wonders: how these vain weak nails
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs

Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls;
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.
Thoughts, tending to content, flatter themselves,—
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves,
Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars,
Who, sitting in the stocks, refage their shame,— ’
That many have, and others must sit there:

And in this thought they find a kind of ease,
Bearing their own misfortune on the back

Of such as have before endur’d the like,

Thus play I, in one person, many people,

And none contented : Sometimes am I king ;
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar,
And so I am: Then crushing penury

1
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Persuades me, I was better when a king ;

Then am I king’d again: and, by-and-by,

Think, that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke,

And straight am nothing :—But, whate’er I am,
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is,’

With nothing shall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d
With being nothing.—Musick do I hear? [ Musick.
Ha, ha! keep time :—How sour sweet musick is,
When time is broke, and no proportion kept !

So is it in the musick of men’s lives.

And here have I the daintiness of ear,

To check time broke in a disorder'd string;

But, for the concord .of my state and time,

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me.

For now hath time made me his numb’ring clock :
My thoughts are minutes; and, with sighs, they jar
Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward watch,
‘Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point,

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.
Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is,

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart,
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groans,
Show minutes, times, and hours :—but my time
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy,
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’the clock.
This musick mads me, let it sound no more;

For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits,
In me, it seems it will make wise men mad.

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me !

For ’tis a sign of love; and love to Richard

Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.
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Enter Groom.

Groom. Hail, royal prince !

K. Rich. Thanks, noble peer;

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.
‘What art thou ? and how comest thou hither,
Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog
That brings me food to make misfortune live?

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king,
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards York,
With much ado, at length have gotten leave
To look upon my sometimes master’s face.

O, how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld,

In London streets, that coronation day,

‘When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary !

That horse, that thou so often hast bestrid ;

That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd ! :

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle

friend,
How went he under him?

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain’d the ground.

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back !
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ;

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
‘Would he not stumble? Would he not fall down,
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck
Of that proud man, that did usurp his back ?
Forgiveness, horse! why do I rail on thee,

Since thou, created to be aw’d by man,

Wast born to bear ! I was not made a horse;

And yet I bear a burden like an ass,

Spur-gall’d, and tir'd by jauncing Bolingbroke.
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Enter Keeper, with a Dish.

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay.
[To the Groom.
K. Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert away.
Groom., What my tongue dares not, that my heart
shall say. [Exit.
Keep. My lord, will't please you to fall to?
K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do.
Keep. My lord, I dare not; sir Pierce of Exton, who
Lately came from the king, commands the contrary.
K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and
thee !
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it.
[ Beats the Keeper.
Keep. Help, help, help!

Enter ExToN, and Servants, armed.

K. Rich. How now? what means death in this rude
assault?
Villain, thy own hand yields thy death’s instrument.
, [Snatching a weapon, and killing one.
Go thou, and fill another room in hell.
[ He kills another, then ExTON strikes him down.
That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire,
That staggers thus my person.—Exton, thy fierce hand
Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own land.
Mount, mount, my soul! thy seat is up on high;
Whilst my gross flesh sinks' downward here to die.
[ Dries.
Exrton. As full of valour as of royal blood :
Both have I spilt; O, would the deed were good !
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For now the devil, that told me—I did well,

Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell.

This dead king to the living king I'll bear ;—

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here.
. ’ [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—Windsor. A Room in the Castle.

Flourish, Enter BoLINGBROKE, and YORK, with Lords
and Attendants.
Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear,
Is—that the rebels have consum’d with fire
Our town of Cicester in Glostershire ;
But whether they be ta’en, or slain, we hear not.

Enter NORTRUMBERLAND.

Welcome, my lord ; What is the news ?

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness.
The next news is,—I have to London sent
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent:
The manner of their taking may appear
At large discoursed in this paper here.

[ Presenting a Paper.

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter FITZWATER. ‘
Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London
The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely ;
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors,
That svught at Oxford thy dire overthrew.
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Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot ;
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter PercY, with the Bishop of Carlisle.

Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of Westminster,
With clog of conscience, and sour melancholy, '
Hath yielded up his body to the grave ;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide
Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride.

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom :—

Choose out some secret place, some reverend room,
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life;

So, as thou liv’st in peace, die free from strife :

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been,

High sparks of honour in thee have I seen.

Enter ExToN, with Attendants bearing a Coffin.

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present
Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought.
Boling. Exton, [ thank thee not; for thou hast
wrought
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand,
Upon my head, and all this famous land.
Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did I this
deed.
Boling. They love not poison, that do poison need,
Nor do I thee ; though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered.
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour,
But neither my good word, nor princely favour:
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With Cain go wander through the shade of night,
And never show thy head by day nor light.—
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe,

That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow :
Come, mourn with me for what I do lament,

And put on sullen black incontinent ;

I'll make a voyage to the holy land,

To wash this blood off from my gnilty hand :—
March sadly after; grace my mournings here,

In weeping after this untimely bier. - [Excunt.

END OF VOLUME SIXTH.
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